Janet Gail Rogers Venn Flynn Book 1 


Welcome, Reader. This work begins at my birth. It includes my fun childhood, teens, babies, being a 
mom, a care giver and a den mother to adults, and more. 


don’t miss all the fun and trials of life, love, marriage, kids, and good friends, 


All here in Book 1. happy reading! 


Book 2 is a twenty year log of life with Sam. Love, discoveries, excitement and several cross 
country travels in an RV. 
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. The Beginning 


| began this trek on earth on June 26, 1944 in Saint Joseph’s Hospital in Warren Ohio. My mother, Sally 
(Sara) Osborne Rogers, would soon be 29 and my father, John Francis Rogers, would be 35 in just four 
days. When I came along | had a 5 year old sister, Bunny, and a brother, Tom, who was one year old. | 
learned much later that Bunny’s real name was Lois Jean Rogers and Tom was John Thomas Rogers. | 
was Janet Gail Rogers but was always called Gail until 7* grade when a nun decided | must use my first 
name. What confusion that caused through the rest of my school years. 


| understand that we lived at 2227 North Project Drive until | was 2 when my parents purchased 
the house | was raised in for the next 16 years. 


Our house, 954 Hunter Street NW in Warren, Ohio was a tall three story home on a nice tree lined red 
brick road on the west side of town. It was a fun house. The dining room had no furniture except toy 
boxes and a smooth linoleum floor. It was a wonderful playroom. Stuck inside during bad weather we 
would chase from the playroom into the kitchen, down the hallway, thru the living room and be right 
back at the playroom. | remember racing around on our trikes and even roller skates. Once a visiting 
adult friend complained he had to get out of this crazy house and my sister piped up, “This isn’t a crazy 
house, it’s a happy house!” 


Some of my first memories are of Tommy and me spinning ourselves around on our knees on that shiny 
linoleum playroom floor. With our hands we would push ourselves around and around very fast until we 
just fell over dizzy and laughing. | also remember as a pretty small child crawling around in the gravel 
driveway with him as we scraped out roads for our cars and trucks. 


Tom and | went to a nursery several blocks from our home. One day | was upset when | realized that 
while we girls were assigned to take a nap on our mats in the big playroom, the boys were allowed to go 
outside and sled ride down the hill next to the house. “That’s not fair” my brain screamed. Of course | 
never said a word but the distinction between girls and boys was already setting in. This lesson really hit 
home when one afternoon | slipped off the sleep mat to go to the bathroom. As | crept down the hall | 
heard boy’s very quietly giggling in the bathroom. | stood in the doorway and finally realized they were 
taking turns peeing in the drinking glass! I think | just said “Oh brother” and went back to my mat. | 
always felt disgruntled with that nursery because | thought | was as much a boy as Tom was and | didn’t 
see any difference in our ages so why did | get excluded from all the fun things like skipping the naps and 
going outside to play in the snow? Years later | realized | had been only 3 or 4 at the time. 


Only once in my childhood can | remember getting a spanking and that turned into hilarity. My mother 
took me by the arm and marched me into the playroom. She attempted to paddle me with that neat 
little board minus the bouncing ball on a rubber band. As she held my arm and tried to paddle my 
behind | ran in circles around her and we got nowhere with it until we both crumpled to the floor in 


giggles. | can’t imagine what | was being paddled for in the first place since | was, of course, the perfect 
child. 


My first day of Kindergarten was a traumatic affair. My mother took me down town to Saint Mary’s 
Catholic School and we stood hand in hand against some cold dark metal lockers for a long, long time. 
We were in a wide, miles long and real dark hall with these ugly, tall and skinny, dark brown lockers 
covering both walls. Dotted along the way were big brown doors that were all closed except the one 
right there in front of us. The hall was dark but the light from the open door spilled out into it. A big 
lady all dressed in a black flowing gown and more black cloth flowing from a headband kept appearing 
in that doorway. Some other kids were in that room but it wasn’t our turn yet. Finally that lady in black 
came out of the door and turned to me and beckoned me to come into the room. | looked up to my 
Mom...She was gone!! | wasn’t even holding her hand any longer. | was not only mesmerized, but also 
terrified. That was the end of my memory. | don’t know how | got through that day. Decades later | 
asked my mother about it and she assured me that that was NOT the first day of school, that | had 
already gone several days before that. | am still not so sure. 


In first grade we had a nun with a missing finger. That was so scary to me. She was very strict. Everyone 
had to be super quiet and sit with our feet planted on a cigar box to keep them from swinging or moving 
in any way and to make sure we sat up perfectly straight. One day we must have been too noisy and she 
just up and left the room for a long time. We were trapped. None of us dared to leave our seats to see if 
the door was locked. The windows were way high up in the room so we couldn’t even look out except 
up at the sky. Besides that we were way too high up to jump from the window even if there was a fire! | 
am sure we each considered all kinds of horrible options as we sat there in silence for what seemed like 
an eternity. | guess she finally came back and order had been restored. There was no real corporal 
punishment but they sure knew how to discipline little ones. 


Never the less , for the most part | enjoyed school. In addition to all the regular lessons, we had religion 
class every day and starting in about third grade we had regular singing class. We learn to sing rounds 
like Row Row Row Your Boat and White Choral Bells. We learned beautiful songs to the Blessed Mother 
to be sung, especially in May, in church. Every year we celebrated the month of May with an altar right 
there in our classroom ,dedicated to Mary, the Mother of Jesus. | would go out into our back yard in the 
cool mornings and cut long branches of lilacs. After carefully wrapping them in waxed paper with a little 
moisture to keep them blooming, | would juggle them in my arms along with my books and my lunchbox 
all the way to school. Sometimes the sidewalks would still be snowy and the city bus crowded, 
sometimes | fitted everything on my bike and sometimes | just walked the whole way trying desperately 
to keep from crushing these beautiful, big flowers. Consequently, lilac has always been my most favorite 
aroma. (| learned many years later that my school was 1.3 miles from home. ) 


Soon we were learning the Latin songs for all the different types of Masses. There was Hi Mass and Low 
Mass, Funeral Mass, wedding Mass songs and all the seasonal songs. When I was thirteen Bunny was 
getting married and my class sang her wedding Mass. | couldn’t be in the choir that day because | was 
in the wedding party, all dressed up as a bridesmaid marching down the aisle in front of the whole choir. 
Our church, Saint Mary’s was beautiful with high, arched ceilings, very old and pretty pews, lots of 
stained glass of saints and angels on the windows, a huge rather gruesome crucifix over the altar, and 
the choir loft high in the back with narrow, creaky steps leading up to it. If you went down to the 
basement there was another whole altar and pews for low masses. These are much simpler, quicker 
masses. Our church was five or six blocks from our school and it seemed to me that as little kids we 
spent half our days marching in double file back and forth for one function or another. We were never 
supposed to talk or mess up the line along the way or we would hear the warning sound of the clickers 
that the nuns had in their pockets. We girls always had to be prepared for church, which meant that we 
had to have a hat or scarf available to cover our heads. This was such an important rule that if we didn’t 
have one we would have to use a hanky and a bobby pin. Funny how that rule disappeared later. 


When | was six and Tom seven we got a new baby brother that we called Mickey. He was Michael Lee. 
Up to this point Tom and | were the cute babies of the family but now we had a new, real baby. 


Bunny was eleven by then and she seemed to really like having a baby in the house. Three years later 
Stephen Terry came along. Although | was really a cowboy by then and never wore dresses if | could 
get away with it, he stole my heart. All my motherly instincts came alive and he became my baby. Since 
both our parents worked there was plenty of time spent in caring for these two boys. When Stevie was2 
or 3, and I 9, we had this little thing we used to do: | would lie on my back on the big couch. |’d bend 
my legs up tight to my body and he would climb up and lay his tummy on my shins. | could rock him 
forward and back and lift him up a little with our feet in the air. He would giggle and laugh; then he’d 
press his finger on a magic spot in the print of the couch and suddenly my feet would go straight up and 
he’d come tumbling down on top of me shrieking with laughter. 


Another fun trick we developed was how to ride him on my bike. It was a girl’s bike that | found under 
the tree one Christmas morning several years earlier. Where the two bars sloped down in front of me 
there was a little crossbar for stability. | took one of the yellow building blocks from the boy’s toy bag 
and it fit perfectly snug through those bars. Now Stevie could stand in front of me with his feet on either 
side of the center and hold on to the handlebars while we rode all over the place. This worked quite well 
for most of the summer. But one day | noticed that my pedal was scraping the road on its downswing. 
Soon | was leaning way over to the left to make the right pedal work and the other way for the left one 
to work. Stevie thought this was hilarious. Eventually Daddy had to turn the bike upside down and weld 
it where it was splitting in two! Guess you better not carry that extra weight like that anymore, he 
warned. 


| loved my bike. Every spring | would spend hours dreaming of how | would fix it up for the season. 
Maybe a new seat and handlebars and those grips with the long flowing streamers, maybe | should get 
some shiny new chrome fenders and chain guard, it definitely needs tires and maybe | could get new 
spokes that would make it look like a new bike. | often stopped in at the Western Auto store on High 


Street on my way home from school just to browse and dream. Dad would help me take it apart and I'd 
sand it down and change its color. | mowed lawns and baby sat for spending money. We never did get 
any allowances; chores were just part of life. But each spring that bike got a fresh outlook. | had that 
same bike through my whole childhood, right up till | was married and left Warren. Somewhere along 
the way | learn that it was not even a new bike when | had received it that long ago Christmas morning. 
My dad had bot it used, along with one for Tom, and by the time we received them they were like two 
brand new bikes. We never knew the difference. 


Nancy Lee Basse. 


One winter day when I was seven and a half | heard a knock on our cellar door. This was the door off 
the driveway that we always used. | ran down the four steps 


to the landing and opened the door. There stood a little girl, just my size, cold and with a red, runny 
nose, clutching a big furry German shepherd puppy in her arms. 


“I wondered if you would like to have a puppy. He’s old enough to leave his mother now”, she said. | 
immediately dragged her into the house and we began a friendship that goes on to this day, over 70 
years later. Her name is Nancy and her family had just moved in about six houses down the street from 
us. We quickly became inseparable. We quickly became cowboys also. Not cowgirls, mind you, but 
cowboys. We both were of the opinion that cowgirl outfits were silly looking and stupid if you wanted to 
ride a horse. Her idol was Gene Autry while mine was Roy Rogers. You know, you had to love Roy since 
my last name was Rogers also, but she never did get that point. 


The next few years of our lives were filled with cowboy hats 


and six shooters, Saturday mornings downtown at the movies, bicycling, skating on the sidewalks, hide & 
seek after dark with all the neighborhood kids, walking a mile or so to swim at the local pool and licking 
on a Sugar Daddy all the way home afterward, riding our bikes clear out of town to take piano lessons 
together and riding ‘no hands’ in order to play our harmonicas, sleeping over whenever possible, and 
laughing, laughing, laughing. 


We’d sit on her bed far into the night playing Kiddy Keno or get on the floor rug and play marbles. We’d 
commiserate over each of our older brothers who were so mean to us. 


During our first spring together Nancy’s parents remodeled the kitchen in their house. All the new 
cabinets and appliances arrived in huge boxes that were tossed into the back yard. We played all 
summer in those crates and cardboard. They became the general store, the sheriff’s office, the jailhouse 
and our whole town. What a fun time we had. One thing missing in all our time together was any sign 


of a baby doll. Oh, | had them back at the house but they were untouched. It seems that my parents, | 
mean Santa, felt it necessary to give me a doll every Christmas because my sister was getting one. Well, 
Bunny and her friends loved dolls. Mine just rotted and got thrown away. | guess both our moms tried 
to encourage some femininity in us as little girls but we were much too busy for that. One year Nancy 
begged for pretty cowboy boots and a twin set of six shooters. Her mom wanted her to be a girl and so 
bought her some lovely clothes. Finally, after opening a ton of gifts she sent Nancy upstairs to try 
everything on. Here she came floating down the steps in a gorgeous, white two piece peignoir set with 
beautiful new cowboy boots and six shooters. What a wonderful sight she was! 


Saturdays were special for kids. Often times we went downtown to the movies. Hop along Cassidy and 
cartoons and the feature movie kept us coming back every week. | had been riding the city bus by 
myself since | was five to go to dancing school. The drivers knew us kids and my favorite one, Mr. 
Russell, lived right on my street. For seven Canada Dry Ginger Ale bottle caps we got into the movies. 
This meant, of course, that we had to collect the caps beforehand. We didn’t drink ginger ale ourselves 
but we knew how to get some bottle caps; we walked to the Golden Dawn grocery store on the next 
block where we would stick our fingers down in the cap catcher on the side of the big machine, and drag 
out as many caps as we could reach. This might take several trips because most of the caps were RC Cola 
and root beer and such. Sometimes we would walk on, about two more blocks, cross busy Summit 
Street at the light and go into Isaly’s Dairy and browse around. They had a fountain and ice cream cones 
and for us, best of all, some great big sour pickles in a barrel. We would each get one for a nickel and 
munch on them all the way back home. 


In this way we got to know some kids who lived several blocks away from our street. Lots of these kids 
would come down to the crick for activities. Our block was large and in the center of it was a huge crater 
where a tiny creek bed sometimes held water. Usually it was dried up but the hillsides all around were 
overgrown in grasses and trees and were a perfect playground come summer or winter. Sometimes even 
dads came to play baseball with the older kids on the big flat center space. Cowboys and Indians and 
tree climbing in summer and sledriding and tobogganing in the winter were some of our favorite 
activities. We had a place to pick elderberries and eat them. We got ourselves deathly sick one day 
when we climbed on top of a neighbor’s swing set and ate every green apple within our reach. Another 
fun thing to do was crawl through our hedge to Mr. Drennan’s yard and eat his rhubarb right out of the 
patch. It was a wonderful place to be a kid. 


We spent time at both our houses. Dinners with each other’s families and overnights. | think neither of 
our parents could stand the giggling full time. My grandfather lived with us and had his own 
peculiarities, as far as we were concerned. He had lived with us several years as his eyesight waned. 
One thing he was able to do, and liked to do for my mom, was to have the kitchen all cleaned up just 
before she was due home from work in the late afternoon. Well, Nancy and | were quite adept in the 
kitchen and this one particular day we came in and began preparing a pot of our favorite snack, Lipton 
Chicken Noodle Soup with crackers. Of course we’re giggling and carrying on as the water boiled and we 
stirred in the mixture. Suddenly Granddad came storming into the room with his arms flying, yelling for 


us to GET OUT of HIS KITCHEN! This was completely out of character for him. Scram! Vamos! | had 
never seen him raise his voice before but he must have thought we were really messing things up. We 
grabbed a couple bowls and spoons, the pot of soup and a box of crackers and headed through the 
house to my bedroom in the attic. | was pretty sure he wouldn’t follow us up there. We were both 
amazed and, of course, ended up giggling. 


| still went to the Catholic school downtown and she went to the local grammar school but we always 
met afterward just as soon as we could change clothes. This was a few years before Levi’s jeans became 
the uniform of the day and | remember that | had a pair of pants that were turquoise cotton. | must 
have worn them a lot because | still remember them. We did some really dumb things as little girls. One 
time we climbed up on some bunker or garbage can and got on to a stone ledge that went all the way 
around her school building. This ledge was not as wide as our feet were long, so it wasn’t very big. Flat 
against the wall we inched our way along the stone building, passing over several deep basement 
accesses to the building and past windows and around drain pipes, etc. It was very high to us and in 
some places we would have broken bones had we fallen off at just the right, or wrong, time. | don’t 
think we did much giggling while that task was being completed. 


Nancy and | attempted several times to sleep out under the stars like any proper cowboy would do. my 
brother, Tom, and his friends, had a large wall tent assembled deep in my back yard nearly behind the 
garage. That would do. We had our lanterns and sleeping bags and cards to play and snacks. Finally we 
were tired and began to get ready to settle in for the night on the cots. When we picked up the blankets 
and stuff from the ground we uncovered a hole that was hidden beneath them, right about in the 
middle of the tent. Yikes what’s that! But, of course, it had to be a snake hole. And Knowing how a 
snake can squeeze into the tiniest places, | what a huge snake it must be to need a hole that big! We 
flew up to the back porch with all our stuff and slept there in the light from the kitchen. Later we found 
out that the center pole to hold the tent sturdy had been removed for some unknown reason. 


Another time we settled down in sleeping bags in her back yard. As it grew darker and darker, it became 
apparent that many sets of eyes were looking at us from the bushes surrounding the yard. Some were 
big enough to belong to bears that came up from the creek! Suddenly we both jumped up and ran for 
the house. Oh well, another sleepout ruined. 


One of my favorite memories of childhood is of the yearly picnic we all enjoyed when my Dad’s shop, 
American Welding, held this wonderful party at Idora Park in Youngstown. This was the best amusement 
park ever. We all received badges to wear which allowed us to ride every single ride just as fast and as 
often as we could get to them. This day was anticipated just as much as Christmas morning. Maybe 
even more. Mom would make sure all of us kids had nice outfits to wear and preparations had been 
going on for a month beforehand. That morning Mom would boil up a couple dozen hot dogs and put 
them, along with the boiling water, right into a big green wide mouth thermos jug. We’d take all the 


picnic accoutrements along and stake out a table in the pavilion. Then we had to wait until the 
amusement area was opened up. 


lIl never forget when! was about 9at the picnic. It was a memorable one. We got there early and the 
rides were not open yet when some older kids started pushing the boats in kiddie land around and 
around. They would push for a minute and then jump into the boat and coast. It looked like fun and | 
had no doubt about my ability to do the same. Suddenly | was in the water being squashed between a 
boat and the wall of the pool. How embarrassing. | was shattered. And to make matters worse, | had to 
wear some pants that belonged to my three year old brother and | guess | just waited for my shirt to dry 
on my back. Good thing | was a skinny kid but his plaid pants just barely reached my knees. | had to 
wear this weird outfit all day long. The pants snap kept popping and it was miserable. 


Idora Park had two wonderful roller coasters and this is where my love of that ride was borne. The Jack 
Rabbit was so fun as it bobbed you up and down in the seat before heading for the highest hill. These 
were not kiddie rides either. After warming up on that one a few times we’d race over to the Wild Cat 
and ride it over and over again. It was huge and ended up splashing down in a big waterfall. All the rides 
were great and we just raced around all day long until hunger made us find the pavilion again. It was 
wonderful that we had the run of that park and no one ever gave a thought of having to stay with a 
parent. | guess my Mom was with the little ones in kiddie land the whole time and Dad found his friends 
from work and had a beer. It surely was a great time for a kid to be alive 


Another childhood memory: Mickey was about 7, Steve 4, | about 12. It was blistering hot outside; 
the dead of summer. A bunch of us kids were playing with the water hose in the shady front yard. Mickey 
had control of the hose just then, gleefully squirting everyone as we ran, squealing and laughing. The 
city bus came very, very slowly down our little red brick street. Probably the driver was super careful 
because of all the kids in the yard so close to the road. All the windows were raised to help ventilate 
inside. Mom was due home soon so Mick looked up at the bus and the hose naturally followed his gaze. 
Yep. Water squirted right into every single window the whole length of that bus! Possibly the people 
were glad for the reprieve from the heat, but our Mom did not get off at her stop at the corner. She went 
up Parkman Road a ways and then walked home. 


Oh No! Nancy’s family decided to buy a house out in the country. She was moving away. | don’t know 
how | got through that time. As a result, our relationship slowed down but never quite ended. | spent 
time each summer at their wonderful, rambling house situated at the crest of a lush green hill. It was a 
huge house with great old trees all around. An actual old hitching rail stood in the front yard. They had 
nearly a hundred acres to be investigated. It was limitless. And she now had a horse of her very own. 
This was a wonder to me. | had begged my dad all my life to get me a horse that could live in our garage 
and kids would pay to ride him. He would pay for all his own food that way. The milkman had a horse 
and | wasn’t afraid of it, | used to argue. Never happened. Now Nan had a horse. She’s so lucky. 


My parents would go out to visit with hers for a bit and then leave me there for a couple weeks in the 
summers. It always seemed we had such freedom there and There was so much to see and do in the 


country. We were about ten and eleven years old by then and of course, we knew how to take care of 
ourselves. During her first year there her horse, Nip, had become too difficult to handle. She said her 
brother and his friends had teased it and made him mean. | rode him just once and he took off 
uncontrollably, racing across the meadow. | was petrified. | finally pulled the reins really hard to the left 
and when he tried to turn sharply | jumped off. | had had just a little experience on horseback but knew 
| didn’t like that one. We didn’t bother with Nip anymore. 


One morning we decided to go froggin’. We thought if we pulled the hook of a fishing pole up tight to 
the pole and wiggled it around in the stream just under the rocks that were sticking out a bit, that we 
might disturb a frog or two and then catch them. Our first trip out was interesting; we chased a snake 
out from under. We jumped around and squealed, all the while jabbing the rods at the moving snake. 
Finally one of us nabbed him and we dragged him home to her Papa. He just scowled at us while he 
chopped off its head. He didn’t really say much about our excursion so we thought it was pretty neat. 


did this another day, this time determined to get a frog, but again came home with a snake at the end of 
the pole. This time her dad said we better not do this anymore. So we really didn’t do that anymore. 
However, one day we were burning up hot as we trekked through the fields picking and eating berries. 
Soon we were down at the part of the stream that we called ‘the swimming hole’. It was big enough to 
splash around in and cool off. We were lollygagging about in the cool water when a snake came 
wriggling on top of the water right out to greet us. Nancy quickly grabbed her denim jacket and threw it 
over the snake, gathering it up inside. We climbed out and headed back to the house with her carrying 
this snake over her shoulder. This time her dad was really upset. This one was a poisonous water 
moccasin. She had carried it home in her jacket. Now we were forbidden to ever look at a snake again. 
Our guardian angels worked that day. 


One summer at her place we packed some food and clothes and trekked way deep in the acreage to 
‘the cabin’ . We would spend the night. Nan knew of it but | don’t think she had ever been there. We 
trekked along for quite a time using the stream and certain trees as directional markers. We had to 
cross a deep ravine on ropes and could see the cabin on the other edge. We made it alright but the 
cabin looked like someone had been there recently. Hmmm. Then out behind it we noticed a new pile 
of ground, like a grave had been dug. Our brains kicked into high gear. Rustlers. Someone’s killing Dad’s 
sheep or pigs or whatever. We dug and scraped and scratched that dirt until we finally came up with a 
hoof! Wow! We dug some more and found three more. Well, we need to tell her Dad, Nan says. I’m 
taking a couple of these to prove what we’re saying. 


So we each take a couple of these gnarly, filthy hooves of some animal and head back to the house. | 
think we were too scared to stay there now with real poachers on the loose. lve no idea how we 
crossed the ravine, maybe we threw the hooves over first. We began the hike back. A couple hours later 
we were lost in the woods. We’ve seen unfamiliar fencing, no stream, can’t find that big tree in the 
skyline. The hooves are smelly and gross. We pitched them. Then, just before dark, we saw the main 
road. Quickly we make it to the house with our wondrous tale. Dad, you got rustlers up there. They’re 
killing and eating the animals! Naw” says her Dad. Your brother and his friends spent a couple nights 


out there. It’s just them. Aw, geez. How deflating. And another good sleep out ruined. In all those 
years we never did make it through the night out of doors. 


As time passed Nan got involved with new friends at her new school and | went on with life at home. 
We kept in touch sporadically; her new phone, a big brown box on the wall in the country house, had a 
strange number to this city slicker; it was simply Orangeville H73, which you had to say to an operator in 
order to call her. When she called me she had to crank a handle on that phone to ring up the operator 
who would then place the call for her. My number on our black rotary phone in town was simply 37950. 


Hunter Street 


| loved our house and the neighborhood on Hunter Street. As the family had grown and the two little 
brothers came along, Dad finished off the attic and made two large rooms with a barnlike ceiling. | tried 
my best to help him with all that construction and then one day | realized that the chimney that divided 
the whole big room was right in the middle of the house. Hey Dad, | exclaimed. Why don’t we put a 
fireman’s pole in here right next to the chimney and down to the basement! That would be so great and 
I’d never be late for school or anything! | could get off at each floor for stuff and it would be fun! 


hmmmm... That worked about as well as the pony idea. 


My sister and | lived up there until she got married. It was spacious and bright with large windows at 
each end and the warm chimney kept us nice and cozy. Dad made me a vanity out of two orange crates 
and a curvy piece of plywood ontop. Mom or maybe it was Bunny, made a skirt for it and attached it 
with decorative thumb tacks. On top sat a three way mirror. | loved it. Bunny and | each got new chests 
of drawers. They were a heavy cardboard construction finished in white with a pretty floral design . They 
each had two rows of drawers. She also had a real headboard that was pink vinyl with an actual shelf to 
hold a clock and radio and books. | thought that was the cat’s meow and | inherited this when she 
married and left home. | loved our rooms up there. The floor was grey, pink and white linoleum. The 
railing in front of the staircase had a wide, smooth board on top where, over the years, | had etched 
several hearts with the initials of boyfriends inside. 


One Saturday | decided to clean the whole floor really well with a bucket of Spic n Span, a mop and a 
rag. When I was done | didn’t feel like sloshing that dirty water bucket down the attic stairs to get rid of 
it so | thought I’d just toss it right out the window. | stepped back and gave it a real heave. Good, that’s 
done. | went on to do the rest of my regular Saturday routine. Hours later when Dad got home he 
barked, What the blankety blank is all over the front of the house?! Oh geez. | had to climb out the 
window of my parents room onto the porch roof and scrub the shingles down until they were clean. 
Who knew the screen could do that much damage? 


For a little while after Bunny moved to lowa with her new husband, | moved into her part of the third 
floor and became, in my mind, the grown up teen ager. | pretended | was the pretty, smart, soon to be 
engaged woman that she had been. The first thing | did up there was fall asleep with a sun lamp aimed 
on the backs of my legs. | knew that was a hard place to get tanned and this would be so cool. Nodda. 


| couldn’t walk for days. Blisters constantly broke and water ran down my legs. | couldn’t even sit down 
in the waiting room at the doctor’s office. It was ugly and left me with some large dark freckles on the 
backs of my thighs. Well, so much for being the smart or pretty one. 


But | loved our attic rooms and enjoyed the years spent there. Of course there were a couple of 
drawbacks to living at the top of the house. Sometimes you discover half way through getting dressed 
that the blouse you wanted to wear is still hanging in the basement where you ironed it the other day. 
Or what if you are the only one home and the phone rings down in the dining room? Cell phones and 
answering machines are things of the future. It’s a long way down two flights of stairs and through the 
house to answer it before they hang up! No wonder we were all so fit and trim in those days. 


Soon it was decided that Mickey and Steve could have the attic and | moved back down to the room 
Bunny and | had shared years ago. That was nice, too. 


About that time my parents decided to get rid of the big buffet that was in the dining room. Our 
wonderful childhood playroom had eventually become a nice dining room with a pretty mahogany 
cabinet for dishes, a large table and chairs and an ornate buffet. Mom had graduated from the pedal 
operated sewing machine | remember as a very little girl to a Singer that she had used for the past ten 
years. Now she was giving up that machine and getting a fancy Kenmore sewing machine in its own 
beautiful desk cabinet and she wanted it to be there in the dining room. Up to this point she had made 
many of our clothes, Halloween costumes, Bunny’s wedding dress, and she was very talented in 
upholstering and in making draperies as well. | asked if | could have that buffet for my new digs. Dad cut 
off the legs and we painted it white and set it on the floor with my three way mirror on top. | would sit 
on large cushions as | sipped on a Pepsi applying make up or rolling my hair for the night. It was 
perfect. | felt very sophisticated. By the way, whatever happened to those boots and pistols? 


Part2 1957 The teen Years 


For the most part, we had five children, two parents and my grandfather living in the house with only 
one bathroom all these years. Our basement was really just a cellar in those early years; stone walls and 


concrete floor, dark and scary. Dad had put two lights up in each of the two large rooms while in one 
section in the back was a huge filthy coal furnace and the bin where coal was dumped through the little 
cellar window. It was spooky back there. In the front room at the bottom of the steps, we had rows of 
shelves where all the canned vegetables were lined up. Bunny and | helped Mom with the canning of 
the vegetables grown in our back yard. | always dreaded being the one to go down there to get a jar of 
something for dinner. | was still very young when we got a new gas furnace and got rid of the horrid 
black coal one and the coal bin and all the filth. The walls got painted and it all became lighter and 
cleaner. The cellar was becoming a basement and a friendly, usable part of our home. 


Mom had a four tub washer with a wringer where she put Clorox and Rinso Blue into water so hot she 
had to use a stick to fish clothes out of it. She sterilized everything this way and we had the whitest 
whites on the block. All through their childhood my brothers summer uniform was nice new blue jeans 
and bright white tee shirts. After going through the third cold water rinse tub, everything got carried in 
a big, oval, wicker basket up the stairs, thru the kitchen, out the back door and down the porch steps to 
dry on clotheslines outside. Our long narrow yard was zigzagged with lines full of everything we owned 


and they were held up real high with long poles placed right in the middle of the lines. In winter and 
during bad weather we had to hang everything on lines strung up in the second room of the basement. 


They were pretty close together and it was like a maze to try to find that one little blouse or shorts that 
you really needed to wear. It was hanging in there somewhere. 


Then there was the ironing... it always seemed like we did tons of ironing. Mom sprinkled everything on 
the kitchen table, not with a coke bottle but just with a pan of water and her hand, and rolled it up and 
packed it into separate baskets for us to do. We each did our own stuff plus some of the boy’s things, 
along with household things like tablecloths, napkins and pillowcases. We at least had an electric iron 
and at some point we got a steam iron! Thank goodness Mom never insisted the sheets needed ironing. 
| had heard that some people did that. Ye gads! 


Tom was the most finicky of all of us. He started paying me to do his stuff but decided | didn’t do a good 
enough job on his shirts. Picky, picky. So he resumed doing his own ironing and of course he always 
looked smashing. | can see him now standing in front of the big living room mirror combing his hair back 
in a neat DA. and pulling that one curl down in the middle of his forehead. He was definitely well built 
and good looking. 


Although only a year apart, he and | ran in totally different circles. | remained goody two shoes in 
Catholic school thru my senior year whereas he had switched to public school and into a much worldlier 
life. We did manage a few double dates later on in our teens when he began dating Myrna and | was 
dating Curt. Both he and | ended up marrying these two. 


Dave, my first love. 


| was about Thirteen when | began to be plagued with thoughts and memories of a cute boy that used 
to go to my school but then disappeared into the public school system. | had loved this boy since first or 
second grade. | can see him now, sitting across the class room with his beautiful blond wavy hair and 


dark framed glasses. He had to be my soul mate. His name was David. | don’t know if he ever even 
knew I was there. We had never even spoken to each other that | could remember. But that summer | 
was 13 and found myself in lowa chaperoning my sister and her fiancé on a prewedding trip to see his 
family. | suddenly decided to send Dave a postcard, telling him | was out of town, when I'd be back, and 
would he like to come see me! Where did | get such nerve?! | wrote it, stamped it, threw it into a 
mailbox and then died a thousand deaths worrying about it. What in the world would he think? 


| guess he was happy to hear from me because 


we did have a few dates during the next few years. The first was one afternoon he walked from his 
house to mine, maybe a mile, lugging his entire stereo system. The modern thing those days was a 
system that closed up like a suitcase. The speakers snapped off each end and you pulled down the 
turntable from the middle unit. It played 45s and LPs. We had a nice day together and all went well. He 
was so adorable but everything seemed to be embarrassing to me. | was too shy and too goody goody. 


| didn’t often go to dances but one time | went to a church hop just hoping he would be there. He was 
there, lined up with all the other boys on the opposite side of the room. It was so frustrating. Finally we 
had a chance to chat and he asked me if I’d like to go swimming at Smelko’s the next day. | was so 
hoping he would ask me out but | thought a movie would be great. As it happened | was carefully 
watching myself as | was in the middle of having my monthly. 


Go swimming? | stammered, turning beet red. Uh, oh, | can’t go swimming but | could go to a movie or 
something, | blurted out. | was so red and hot that eventually he got the idea and turned equally red. 
We were so embarrassed that nothing happened for several more weeks. How stupid it is to be young 
and stupid. Dave was two years older than me but had started school late due to illness. So he had a 
driver’s license when | was just fourteen. He picked me up on a motorcycle one time and we went to a 
church festival. It was wonderful. Finally we did get around to going to the local swimming hole called 
Smelko’s. It was like a lake but with concrete sides, adult slides, several diving boards and other water 
toys to play on. | was so excited. | took all my hard earned babysitting and lawn mowing money to town 
and bought me the cutest Rosemarie Reed swimsuit. It cost 26 dollars, a fortune! It was a soft plaid with 
‘boy legs’, a square neckline with a strap about an inch wide that went from one side of the top, around 
the neck and buttoned on the other side. It was Modest but cute. | love swimming and diving. So first 
thing, | dived off the board and plunge into the water. Yikes! The button ripped off and the top of my 
suit folded down to my waist. Oh Geez. | struggled underwater with it and pulled it up but it wouldn’t 
really stay. | made my way to the side of the pool near our blanket, red faced again. | can’t get out. 
Dave grabbed one hand while I tried to hold the suit in place. Johnny and Santo were playing Sleepwalk 
on the loudspeaker. | wondered if my whole life was going to be an embarrassment. 


But then one day, sitting next to Dave on the steps of my front porch | noticed that he had a cavity in 
one tooth right next to his front tooth. When did that happen, | wondered. Why did he let it get so 
noticeable? Gads, | can’t kiss him with that there! Without ever telling him my unreasonable reason, | 
broke up with him. | was heartless. | had other fish to fry. | never gave it another thought. His name 
was etched into the railing up in my bedroom, but there would be others, no doubt. | never knew until 
forty years later how | had broken his heart. | also never really forgot him. Finally after many, many 


years, | bit the bullet, found his phone number and called him when | was in Ohio visiting family. We 
went out for drinks and chatted for several hours. Next evening we went out for dinner and more 
chatting. We covered the topic of the swimsuit and he admitted he had never seen a woman’s breast 
before that day. Oh geez. | also mentioned the cavity right there in the front of his mouth and we both 
couldn’t believe that darn thing caused us to have totally different lives than we might have had. But, 
who are we to say? It was like we had never been apart; except that he now had a live in girlfriend of 
many years and | still was the goody two shoes. It was very hard to let it all go. Perhaps it would have 
been better to have stayed in the dark. Maybe next time around we can get it right. 


As a child | liked all the active sports that kids do but | particularly adored roller skating on the sidewalks 
of our street. . We had a skate key to tighten the clamps to our stiff leather soled shoes. | could do some 
tricks on skates even though there were cracks and uneven portions along the way. Imagine my delight 
when as a Girl Scout 


one day we all went to an indoor skating rink, The Hi Way Arena! Wow. will wonders never cease! This 
had to be heaven. A huge, beautiful, polished wood floor that was strictly for roller skating on!! 
Unbelievable. 


So around age 12 or 13, | convinced my parents to take me to one of those rinks. Thus began my real 
life; skating! From that day forward, and for several years thereafter, | was at the rink in nearby 
Champion Township every Saturday evening. My Dad would drive any of us who wanted to go for an 
after dinner ride and drop me off. 


| had always done much of the straightening up around the house since Bunny was gone and Mom still 
worked. The boys were pretty useless on that front. What did they do all day, | wondered. I soon 
developed a Saturday routine that lasted all through high school. | guess | felt | needed to earn the right 
to have Dad drive me out to the rink so | took it upon myself to clean during the day and feel good 
about having my evening out. | would tune in the rock n roll station, pour myself an ice cold glass of 
Pepsi and get busy. 


First thing was to clean off the dining room table. All week it was a catch all for everyone. Books, stinky 
lunch boxes and bags, hats, gloves and scarves, mail and homework, and on and on. ld sort out 
everything and set it all on different steps to go upstairs to each different room. Then shine the table up 
for Sunday dinner. | would then dust and vacuum each room, working my way through the living room 
and up the steps, delivering all the stuff to the appropriate bedrooms. Then do the hallway and the 
bathroom. Sometimes | ‘red up’ my parent’s room and then still had my own room to do. | had to keep 
my eye on that tub, though, because once | had scrubbed it out | wanted no one else to get to use it 
before me. Of course the only one who would try was Tom as he prepared for Saturday night and no 


way would he clean it out afterward. This was now MY tub and MY bathroom since | had scrubbed a 
whole week’s worth of grime out of it. 


After spending the day working my sox off | would take a long, leisurely soak in the nice, fresh 
bathroom, lazily shaving my legs and dreaming about who | might meet that evening at the rink. Usually 
by the time | was done primping for my fun night out, | would come down just in time for a nice family 
meal around the cozy kitchen table. Quite often the fare that night would be broiled steaks, French fries 
and veggies. It was always wonderful. One day little Mickey cracked us up when he poured a ton of salt 
on his meat. “Whoa, why so much salt?” my dad exclaimed. “ cuz It’s too hot!” Mickey explained. “But 
why salt?” we all persisted. “Well, pepper would make it hotter so salt will make it cool, right?” 


After dinner Dad and company would take me to the roller rink and come back for me at 11. As | think 
back now | find this remarkable because | don’t remember ever going there with a friend, Nancy had 
moved away several years earlier, and | didn’t know anyone there. | felt shy but | really wanted to skate 
at a roller rink. | think my parents stayed with me a few times while | got used to it. Then one Saturday 
night | realized that a girl from my neighborhood was coming to this rink each week also. We got to 
talking and | learned that she had never been allowed to speak with us because we were Catholic. She 
was not even allowed to cross our red brick road just because we lived there. My first, but not my last, 
experience with religious prejudice. 


Donna lived with her grandparents and they were very old and strict. Her father lived somewhere else 
but he brought her to the rink and picked her up every Saturday night. We secretly became fast friends 
and had a blast together every week. . Finally the dads began to realize that they were wasting each 
other’s time with these trips back and forth and they worked out a deal sharing the rides. | never knew 
how that went down with the mean old grandmother and the wicked old aunt that lived with, and 
dominated, little Donna, but Saturday nights became the highlight of both our lives. 


Over the next few years we became two of the best skaters at the rink without ever having a lesson. 
We’d watch and memorize every step of the best dancers there and then dart out behind them and 
follow everything they did. We could each do the boys part as well as the girls parts in every routine 
there was. Soon the best skaters were asking us to dance. Each week we’d consult each other about our 
outfits and quite often actually make something new to wear. We had pom poms on our skates but 
didn’t go in for the tiny skating skirts. We preferred long pants and in the summer Bermuda shorts. 
Everyone thought we were sisters and to this day we still look quite a bit alike. 


We met a new guy every week at that rink. One heart throb after another. Sometimes they actually 
looked us up in town and we'd have a date or go for a walk with one or two of them. It seems that 
nearly all of the kids at the rink were from little farming towns surrounding Warren. | guess city kids 


didn’t go in for skating. | adored it. | was really SOMEONE when | was there. | didn’t belonged to any 
group or clique in my school, | didn’t care about going to the football games, or even the dances. | was 
great at the skating rink. When | was there | was happy! It was fun! | was somebody 


During all my years in high school there never was a word spoken of going on to college. Mostly girls 
were trained to become good wives and mothers. | did not do well in my first year of Latin class but | 
was very good in the secretarial classes and was offered a job in a doctor’s office before even finishing 
school. Although Saturday nights and skating were my life, | did have some pretty fun times with some 
classmates. | felt like | got along with everyone but didn’t belong with any particular group. One year 
some of my oldest friends asked me to be part of a dance routine in Fiddlesticks, our school variety 
show put on every year for the whole town. Each act had to be very good to be accepted. It was great 
fun practicing at each other’s homes. Six of us gals did a couple soft shoe routines on stage for three 
performances. And we were great! 


Meet Curt Venn 


Now about sixteen. | had fallen in love with Johnny Mathis, Nat King Cole, the Fleet Woods and the 
Everly Brothers and was still skating. 


One evening a tall red headed guy came in and | noticed him immediately as he entered the building, 
glancing around taking in all the chicks. | covertly watched him as well. 


Although a little stiff, he could skate pretty well, that’s good. Soon he came up to me and asked for 
one of the moonlight waltzes. We did it well together. That night my head was full of lovely dreams of 
this guy named Curt. He could do the fox trot, the ice polka, the 10 and the 14 step, flea hop and 
everything! This was great. Before long he offered to take Donna and me home in the evenings and our 
dads jobs were suddenly reduced by half. Usually we would go out to Moxie’s drive in for a burger and a 
shake on the way home. Then he began to come into town to see me during the week. This was fun. 

His name was Curtiss Milo Venn. | was 16 and a half years old that winter and a junior in high school. 

Life was good. He was 19. He had been to college for a year and a half but got bored with it and dropped 
out. He told me that his favorite course had been anatomy... in Braille. He also told me that he had 
dated a lot while there and all the girls had been seniors so he was pretty experienced. Geez, | thought. 
Well, he doesn’t need to expect to get any experience with this little girl! ! 


He worked with his grandfather in his building business. They lived about 15 miles away in North 
Bloomfield. We had a lot of fun but there were still other guys buzzing around Donna and me. 


| dated a sailor named Bob who taught me to drive his car and let me use it in getting my license. | 
thought | was in love with an Eddie K from Howland and an Ed M who played basketball for Hartford 
High. My tiny Hallmark calendar booklet lists tons of throbs. | tried not to get them confused or double 
book my days but sometimes the inevitable will happen. That doesn’t mean it was my fault. 


One incident that happened was on a Sunday afternoon as we were all having dinner at the big dining 
room table. | was eagerly anticipating a date with a fellow from the rink named Joe. | was seeing Curt 


occasionally but nothing steady and since he lived quite a ways from Warren and we had no plans that 
day, | didn’t expect to see him. Joe had a cute little red Triumph convertible and | thought he was pretty 
neat. We were going to a movie with his friends. At supper, just as | lifted a forkful of mashed potatoes 
to my open mouth, | suddenly heard Curt’s 55 super stock Chevy come rumbling round the corner of our 
street. My eyes nearly popped out with anxiety. Oh no! What am | gonna do? Joe will be here soon! 
Hearing the car also, Tom looked calmly at me and told me not to worry; he’d take care of it. He 
railroaded Curt outside and off they went to some drag races or something. Joe and | and the other 
couple went to a beautiful theater in Youngstown and | think the movie we saw was Anastasia. 
Afterward, as we came back into town with Joe and me in the back seat of the friend’s car, | suddenly 
noticed Curt’s car nearly right beside us as we sat at a red light! | gulped and slunk down out of sight. 
Joe didn’t have any idea what | was doing. Later on, at the front door, he wanted to French kiss me and | 
hated it; all wet and slobbery! Never dated him again. 


By June, when I turned 17, we had been dating pretty steadily and Curt presented me with the most 
gorgeous diamond heart on a silver chain. It has 18 little diamonds in it and is the prettiest heart | have 
ever seen. | say this because the size is perfect; not gaudy as so many are, and not too small. | wore 
that heart every day for about the next twenty years. And | still have it. My mother very sternly 
questioned him about it and even asked him what he expected in return for it. He quietly explained that 
he had the money right then and wanted to spend it on me rather than his car. We had grown very close 
by that time but we both knew there would be no sex before marriage for this good little girl. 


We dated all through my senior year. Sometimes he would be in town and pick me up from school. 
Once his car blew the clutch and couldn’t be driven. It was towed to my house and he had to work on 
it in our garage, spending the night in our basement. My brother was around and he assured everyone 
that nothing was going to happen to his precious little sister. 


We often went to the drive in during nice weather and they played triple features. | always fell asleep. 
| think he did also, but it was nice to snuggle together all that time. | would get home at 2 am and find 
my mom sitting on the sofa saying the rosary. | never dreamed it was for me that she did that. But my 
virtue was intact. 


As January 1962 rolled around, Curt was leaving Ohio with his Granddad to go to Florida where they 
would build a house on property they owned in Port Charlotte, a new development on the west coast 
near the Gulf of Mexico. | dreaded the new year. He would be gone for three whole months. We were 
so in love. This was going to be very hard. | didn’t even want to go to the rink. | decided | would do a 
project during that time. | set up an easel in my bedroom and began painting a large paint by number 
picture of the Last Supper. So with school and writing to my sweetheart every day, this helped pass the 
time away. Three months seemed like six. Our letters constantly passed each other. Our mailman got to 
read a few post cards mixed in and couldn’t keep a grin off his face as he handed me my letter day after 
day. Neither of us was very good at expressing our real thoughts, so our letters were about the daily 
drudge, the weather, and how much we missed each other. | could tell that he was really liking Florida, 
though, and was hoping to live there for good later. It was exciting to me. As the time came close to his 


return we both began to worry about the possibility of something happening with us when we finally got 
together again. It was scary. We both began to pray that everything would work out properly. He got 
home in April and we were able to restrain ourselves. We had been good for so long and it had gotten to 
the point that one would say no when the other was saying ‘let’s do it’ 


Soon my school was having its senior prom. Everyone was pairing up, even if they didn’t really go 
together. | was with Curt but the school had deemed it a closed affair so you could attend only with 
someone from the school. Well, that was pretty dumb since it was such a small school and many 
students had steady friends from elsewhere. Everyone was up in arms. | didn’t say anything but Curt 
and | quietly went to the prom. We didn’t have any pictures taken at the photo op places. Everyone was 
so glad that we had bucked the rules.! And it was fun. 


In May Tom married Myrna. 


At their wedding reception in her back yard on Memorial Day , we talked of setting a date for our own 
wedding. | would graduate and turn 18 the next month and he wanted to get to Florida by the end of 
the year. With no calendar at hand we decided on September 15 or whatever Saturday was near to that 
date. As it turned out, the 15th was a Saturday. 


We were thrilled and so very much in love. Nothing will seal a pact better, or else break it apart 
entirely, than a three month separation. 


So after Tom’s wedding we sprung the news on Mom and Dad and started new preparations. Mom had 
totally remade Bunny’s wedding dress for Myrna to wear and now took it all in again for me to wear. It 
was a beautiful gown and | loved that she had made it for all three of us. 


But the worst was yet to be faced: 


First came the news that Curt’s Grandparents, who had raised him from the age of 5, were NOT going to 
any wedding involving a Catholic girl. 


He said not to worry about it; if they don’t come, they don’t come. 


Next was getting permission for me to marry a non catholic. Suddenly we had to go to pre Cana classes 

to learn how to be married. Then Curt decided he would take classes to become a Catholic. | was 
amazed and so proud of him. My own dad was his Godfather at his baptism just two weeks before our 
wedding. 


Then there was the ordeal about getting married at Saint James Church instead of in my own Saint 
Mary’s Church. Curt really wanted the ceremony to take place there because when he was in Florida he 
had watched a movie about Saint Francis of Assisi in which there was a scene that totally impressed him. 
Then that same scene was right there in Saint James Church where he went to take religion classes. 
He had never been to Saint James Church before that and suddenly he saw this same scene and just 
knew we should be married there. So we worked it all out and: 


1 We were married at Saint James Church 
2. Curt was Catholic 


And 3. His Grandparents attended the wedding! 


Surely this was a match made in heaven and nothing would ever break it up. 


PART 2.1962 Wedding, Honeymoon and Moving to Florida. 


The wedding was beautiful. September 15, 1962 dawned bright and sunny. Three of my best friends 
shared the day with us. Nancy Basse, my earliest childhood friend, Donna Gilbert, my skating partner 
for so much of my growing up years, and Mary Puncsak, my closest classmate all through high school. 
They were so pretty, each in a different colored pastel sheath dress with an organdy petal skirt buttoned 
on over top the dress. One each in lilac, soft green and yellow, they wore matching head pieces of 
organdy petals. My own gown had been made by my mother originally for my sister five years ago. It 
was fitted to Myrna, Tom’s wife, earlier this year and was altered again to fit me. | was so very proud of 
that dress and hoped my little brothers future wives might also wear it . 


Curt was very handsome in his tux as he waited for me at the alter. He was positively beaming. 
Everything went smoothly. Everyone showed up with smiles as hoped for. Saint James Church boy’s 


choir sang the responses and songs during the Mass and our photographer caught an altar boy in the 
middle of a big yawn during the ceremony. He must have been bored stiff and hated spending his 
Saturday morning serving a Mass. After the actual nuptials, | took a few minutes at the side of the alter 
to speak with the Blessed Mother. Afterwards we had a lovely luncheon for all the out of town guests at 
the very nice Golden Gate Restaurant. Family pictures were taken and then that evening we had a big 
reception at the same restaurant. Jimmy Paranna, a classmate of mine, and his band played a variety of 
music. We did all the Polish rituals, polkas and current dances, opened some of the gifts and had a great 
time with all the relatives. It had been a long and wonderful day. 


Finally Curt and | were excused to go change our clothes and get ready to leave on our honeymoon trip. 
But first, | gave my bridesmaids a beautiful gift; a pin consisting of two round circles that made up the 
body of a cat with shiny silver ears and tail. The circles had a way of moving from within, like a colorful 
hologram on a silver frame. | just loved that pin and later went back and bought one for myself! . My 
going away outfit was a deep royal blue two piece sweater knit dress and this cat pin was perfect on it. 
| hope the girls enjoyed the gift as | did. 


Curt had successfully hidden his car, that hot 55 Chevy, so that we had no trouble getting away from 
the rowdy crowd. We headed north out of town and eventually stopped at a motel in Old Forge, New 
York for our first night as a married couple. Finally we would get to do the deed. 


We crawled into the bed and he was very sweet and tender with me. | lost my virginity that night as we 
sealed our undying love for each other. After all this time together following all the rules and regulations 
of society and Church, and falling so deeply in love with each other, we were finally beginning the most 
wonderful part of our journey. It was so beautiful, so wonderful to be so totally together, in body as well 
as mind. 


Our honeymoon would consist of a motor trip up into New England. Neither of us had ever been there 
so it would be perfect. We pointed the car North, figuring to get to Boston and then head back. 


The day we got to White Face Mountain was cloudy and drizzly. Oh, | so hoped the weather was better 
tomorrow because the one thing | really wanted to do on this trip, besides the obvious, was go for a ride 
in a ski lift. | was so excited about it ever since | saw it on a brochure many months ago and | couldn’t 
wait for that part of our trip. | had never been on a ski lift. Next morning we looked out the motel 
window and saw the rain and fog. Aw, heck. 


Curt looked at me in such a sweet way and said softly, Let’s go check it out. We sat in big overstuffed 
chairs in the lodge at the foot of the mountain looking at the rain through the huge plate glass windows. 
The whole side of the lodge was glass. We sat quietly for some time watching the ski lift run empty in 
the rain. 


Finally he took my hand and said, C’mon, let’s go! We went outside just as it quit raining. We hopped 
onto a chair lift and as we rode up higher and higher it became sunnier and sunnier. It was fabulous. 
When we got to the top of that lift we dashed over to a second one that took us clear to the top of the 
mountain. Riding up was such a thrill. The hillside was gorgeous and the view incredible. We jumped 
off at the very top and looked around. You could see for miles and miles. Off to one side was a huge 


boulder, probably at least seven feet high. If you got on top of it you were at the pinnacle of the world. 
Somehow he did get up there and helped me up. It was amazing! 


Then another couple exited the lift and saw us. We helped them up to stand there beside us. . All four 
of us stood there gazing at the spectacular view. It was so fun. | was totally enthralled with all these 
exciting adventures. And we still had the ride back down to look forward to. We took our time 
wandering around on the mountain side at the halfway point, admiring the different flowers and the 
views from all angles. We then hopped back on the lift heading down to the bottom. | hated to give up 
my big adventure but life, and our trip, goes on. As we approached the last few feet at the bottom of 
the mountain, would you believe, it started to sprinkle! We dashed back into the lodge and watched out 
the window. Now the rain began coming down in torrents. We had just experienced our own little 
miracle. We looked at each other in wonder; our guardian angels were with us. 


We motored along in the Chevy with me sitting practically in my new husband’s lap. | couldn’t seem to 
get close enough to him! He kept fidgeting with the gear shift on the floor between my knees. No 
bucket seats in those days and for all | knew, he really did need to keep shifting that thing all the time. 
One day we found ourselves at Lake Champlain where we drove the car right onto a big ferry boat to get 
to the other side. We parked it along with a ton of other cars and trucks and got out to stand along the 
rails of the boat to watch the crossing. This was another new experience for us; actually crossing a huge 
lake on a boat and with the car. | supposed all these other people did this every day. How naive | felt. 
We scooted off the boat and were on our way again. The roads and the scenery were just magnificent to 
me; rocky cliffs right along the roadway, large and small waterfalls every now and then where we 
stopped and took pictures. One day we were in New Hampshire heading up Mount Washington. This 
was another amazing adventure for this little Ohio girl. This road was very narrow and switched back 
and forth up the side of the mountain. The vistas through the car window were wonderful but very 
scary. The side of the mountain went strait down from the edge of the road at some places. It was 
thrilling even though | felt no real fear of anything happening to us. My guardian angels are always on 
duty. 


Suddenly we crested the top of the hill and landed in a flat parking area. The ground up here was 
covered with snow! We pulled over to a little building and got out. It was freezing cold. What a delight. 
We immediately began making snowballs and throwing them at each other, laughing and shouting. Soon 
we heard the telltale sound of a VW bug as it suddenly popped up at the edge of the lot. The little blue 
bug parked and a young couple got out and we all looked at each other with surprise and delight. This 
was the same couple that had stood on top of the rock at Mount Whitehead with us. We had also seen 
their car on the very same ferry boat as we were on the other day, and now they were here on Mount 
Washington with us! This was remarkable. We chatted and went inside the little lodge where we 
learned that they had been married in Canada at the exact same time as we were. They were doing a 
road trip with few actual destinations, just as we were doing. They were Mr. and Mrs. Percy Youngblood 
of Toronto. We exchanged addresses and would be in touch later. This whole experience gave us a nice 
warm glow. Everything was new and exciting to us. | was 18 and Curt would soon be 21. We were so 
lucky to have each other and this wonderful love. God was with us. 


We drove on looking forward to spending one night in Vermont. One of our favorite dances on skates 
was called a moonlight circle waltz to the song “Moonlight in Vermont” played on the organ. We had 
determined early on that we would do at least one night there. As it happened, we drove right through 
the state and had to backtrack when we realized what we’d done. | don’t remember where we stayed 
but we did do it and probably we sang the song to each other that evening. We arrived in Boston after 
dark one evening and didn’t know where to stay. After driving around a bit we thought the ESSEX looked 
like a great place. We signed in and | think the reservationists thought maybe we were not exactly what 
we portrayed ourselves to be. He was pretty ‘full up’ but made a call or two and assigned us a room 
number. | swear this room could have been the broom closet. It was long and narrow and exceptionally 
unglamorous. However, in these few nights together Curt and | had become very adventurous. 
Consequently, | personally had the most wonderful experience that night in that funny little room. And, 
lucky for me, it was only the first of many. Our honeymoon was complete. We could head home now. 


The next morning we scooted across Pennsylvania and into Ohio and arrived after dark at the little 
apartment we had rented in Warren. We let ourselves in the front door of a house built exactly like my 
own house, and quietly crept up the stairs to the second floor. We found the entire hallway decorated 
with crisscrossing ribbon from which hung all sorts of photos of us. Our friends didn’t get the chance to 
decorate the car so they worked on our apartment instead. It was fun. The apartment was cozy and we 
spent the next two months there. 


| had been working at Drs. McGuire & Pollis office ever since graduation and Curt was working for his 
Granddad. We were paying for our own wedding and Grandpa let Curt have the whole soy bean harvest 
income for that year as a wedding gift. So when that money came in, we went out to the Golden Gate 
Restaurant to make the final payment on the reception. After we took care of business the owner had us 
sit up to the bar and told the bartender to giv’em whatever they want. Well, | had no idea of what | 
would like so between the three of us we decided on a Tom Collins for me. Sounded innocent enough. 
It tasted good, so | had another as we chatted on. And then another... Well, the wedding was paid in full 
and we had cause to celebrate, right? When we got up to go, | stood up and started to the door. It was 
waving peculiarly in front of me. | seemed to fall asleep in the car on the way home. Upon arriving there 
| figured | would take a bath and shave my legs so | would be sexy and ready to make love with my new 
husband. After successfully performing this task and still drowsy, | climbed onto the big bed and wrapped 
up in a luscious, silky comforter that had been a brand new wedding gift and fell right to sleep. | don’t 
remember anything that might have happened that night; however, the next morning my precious 
comforter was covered with blood from my hacked up legs! Now, ain’t that romantic! 


Curt and | settled down to a routine as best we could with our schedules. Whenever possible | liked to 
fix a nice breakfast for him in the tiny kitchen we had. One thing | could do real well was eggs, so that 
became a regular. Imagine my surprise when a couple months later it finally came out that he does not 


like eggs that way at all. Why in the world haven’t you told me this? | asked. He was very nice and 
explained that | seemed to enjoy fixing them so much and he thought he would eventually learn to like 
them that way. | told him we were going to have to be able to talk to each other a little better than this 
if we expected to get along for any length of time. So I didn’t fix eggs that way any more and he never 
did learn to like them. 


| spent several weeks writing thank you notes to friends and relatives during my free time. We 
discussed the upcoming move to Florida a little but | didn’t seem to have very much to do about it. Curt 
and his family arranged everything and then one day | was told when it would happen. All | had to do 
was pack my little ditty bag. | had no apprehension; just excitement. | will spend the rest of my life with 
the love of my life in Florida! 


So, the 5*® of December finally arrived on an unusually warm and balmy Ohio morning. Curt, his dad 
and his grandfather came down my street with two huge dump trucks piled sky high and covered with 
canvas tarps. The second truck was towing the 55 Chevy. Oh good grief, | am joining the Clampetts! | 
threw my lot in with the Venn family and lit out for Florida. With a kiss and a quick wave to my family | 
hopped aboard. If they were there, | never saw the tears in my parents’ eyes as | left their lives forever. | 
waved goodbye to Mom, Dad, my little brothers and my whole childhood. | was glad that they still had 
Mick and Steve who were now 9 and 12 years old. | figured they would keep Mom and Dad pretty busy. 
| wouldn’t realize how hard this might have been for them for many, many years. 


| had barely ever been out of Ohio and Pennsylvania. Vacations were just not part of our vocabulary. 
One time about 5 years earlier, my parents took Tom and me south across the state line into Kentucky 
for an overnight trip. We went to see the Mammoth Caves. We had left my sister at home along with an 
older friend, our babysitter in earlier days, to take care of the boys and Granddad. Tom and | went with a 
group of tourists while Mom and Dad waited outside the caves. She said later that she had spent the 
entire time worrying about us. | thought much later that they probably couldn’t really afford for all of us 
to go in. Maybe she was just afraid of going into a cave, but then, | wondered, why bother to take us 
there? It was the first, and only, time in our lives to go on a vacation and stay in a motel. Now, here | 
was about to go through not only Kentucky, but North Carolina, Georgia and most of the way through 
Florida as well! There were no tears in my eyes! It was too exciting! We drove around some mountains 
and over other ones. In and out of one state after another we went. At one point we were crossing this 
very, very long bridge that had rough seams in it. These connecting joints caused our truck, pulling the 
car, to get a rhythm that literally bucked and bounced us the whole way across. We ended up laughing 
so hard | hoped we wouldn’t lose control of the truck. Later on, in Georgia, we crossed a rough railroad 
crossing and suddenly our Chevy decided to make a right turn while we in the truck were going straight. 
What the heck? Our tow bar had broken, probably because of that rough crossing we had made earlier. 
We Clampetts all stopped to assess the damage. My new father in law, Wilfred, went with Curt to some 
nearby service shop to see if they would weld the thing back together. | guess they could do it but they 
wanted an arm and a leg for their work. 


Well, says Wilfred, we can do it. Just unload all this stuff down to the welding torches and we'll get it 
done. Of course the welding gear was the first stuff put on the truck and therefore hidden in the 
deepest corner. | imagine we did look like the Clampetts before it was all done. They fixed her up and 
off we went. 


We drove along all through the night. Wilfred and Grandpa in one huge dump truck and Curt and | in 
another truck towing the car. There were no interstate highways so the route was very intricate and 
interesting and long. Florida, on the other hand, proved to be very flat and boring. When we finally got 
to Saint Petersburg | was thrilled to see the Sunshine Skyway Bridge crossing Tampa Bay into Manatee 
County. It was gorgeous. The sun was low, nearly setting on the water and reflecting such pretty colors 
off that beautiful bridge. Port Charlotte was another 75 miles south. We were now on US41, also known 
as the famous Tamiami Trail, which goes right along the shoreline from Tampa to Miami. This highway 
runs in and out of little villages along the coastline and then thru the Everglades before getting to Miami. 
All along it are motels built in the forties and fifties for the sun worshippers who could afford to come to 
Florida for a week or a season. 


Well, welcome to Port Charlotte! Curt said. | looked around at a smattering of buildings along the 
roadside. “Are we here?” | asked. Port Charlotte was a brand new settlement with grand ideas of being 
the best retirement community on the West Coast of Florida. Lots were being promoted throughout the 
North and folks were buying them, sight unseen, to get in on the bargain. This is, in fact, how Curt’s 
grandparents bought their lot. Earlier that year they were able to trade the one they bought for a nicer 
location closer to the developing community. When we got there, Port Charlotte was just a few 
buildings and little businesses dotting along the highway. It didn’t seem like any kind of city or town at 
all. There were no buildings over one story high, few trees, maybe one stop light and wide open sky. 
Something | found strange was that alongside each side of US 41 was a paved road that paralleled it. All 
the stores were on the other side of this access road. You could get off the main highway at each block 
and travel on the access road. | guess they expected a million people to live here eventually and would 
need these extra roads one day. They actually were handy to get from one block to another without 
getting back onto highway 41. Spread out along the access road was the Winn Dixie Grocery Store, 
Neisner’s Five and Dime, a diner, a Laundromat and a Hallmark novelty Shop. On the other side was the 
first 7 11 | ever saw, a real estate office and a couple other small businesses. A few blocks into the 
development were a Hospital, a catholic Church, a bowling alley and probably a few other businesses | 
wasn’t aware of. The school was a few miles south, across the 


Peace River in Punta Gorda. There were no department stores, no downtown area or courthouse or 
anything that would seem like a town center. All the houses were within a couple miles of the highway 
even though roads had been sectioned off for miles and miles into the wild Florida brush. It would be 
many years before all that area would be developed and used. A couple miles down the highway, near 
Charlotte Harbor, was the only form of entertainment, a drive in movie theater standing all by itself. 
There was a real estate building and one nice restaurant along the way. And at the edge of the Peace 
River Bridge was a nice marina with a restaurant. That was about the extent of my new town. Across 
the Peace River was Punta Gorda, another small town that was older and much more established with 
schools and governmental buildings and such. 


Curt and his Granddad had put up a very pretty concrete block house at 318 Kimble Avenue. The street 
was just one block long and had one other house on it. All the other lots were empty and overgrown. 
The house, however, was adorable with a pretty bay window in front surrounded by a red brick facade 
and a planter under the window. It had two nice sized bedrooms and one large bathroom. There were 
huge sliding glass doors in the living room that opened onto the screened lanai. The kitchen opened 
onto the same lanai and there was a bit of garden within the screen. This was my first introduction to 
terrazzo floors. It was beautiful. Smooth, shiny white concrete speckled with tons of colorful glass chips. 
The whole house was lovely. But, Grandma and Grandpa Venn would be living there all winter so we 
quickly rented half of a little duplex in Charlotte Harbor. It was owned by a nice couple who became 
quite good friends. This became our little love nest for the next few months. | loved Florida already. 
Waking up to the sounds of doves cooing in the mornings was so comforting. And to think, this was 
December! 


Although Curt had lined up a good job with General Development Corporation when he was here last 
spring, the job was not there when we got back into town. He found work at the Winn Dixie, where he 
started out as a stock boy. His hours varied, sometimes working overnight unloading trucks and other 
times daytime hours. He approached this job like he did everything; he worked hard and intended to be 
managing a store in a few short years. | was totally happy keeping house and being available whenever 
he was off work. He’d rush home at lunchtime and usually not eat any lunch. Some things were just 
more important than others. | kept busy with the new Betty Crocker cook book that Mom had given me 
just as we were about to leave Warren. She had written a nice note in it and signed it noting the year of 
our marriage. Soon | was making spaghetti sauce and pizza and even bread from scratch. 


Christmas came just a few weeks after our arrival. Curt went out to the brush and cut down a small pine 
tree and put it up in our tiny living room. We threaded popcorn and cranberries, covered different 
shapes with tin foil and tried to put a strand of lights on the tree. It was a disaster. Pathetic. Everything 
slid down into the center or right off the branches onto the floor. So we learned, a long needle pine tree 
does not work. Oh well, we laughed. 


Somehow Curt had found the time to go to his Dad’s house where they had all sorts of automotive and 
wood working tools. An hour here and there, he built for me a most beautiful box to store special things 
in. He constructed a divided tray to sit inside the box, just under the lid. Even the wood was gorgeous; 
mahogany, | think. | remember being rather agitated that he would go to his dad’s place sometimes 
when I thought he could, or should, be at home with me. Then suddenly, on Christmas morning, he had 
this perfectly lovely gift for me. | was ashamed and pleased at the same time. (Some 60 years later, that 
box is still a lovely piece today.) 


Now that we had our own little place and were somewhat settled down in Florida, we could totally 
enjoy each other and it seemed we were more in love with each passing day. When that first Valentine’s 
Day rolled around | made some special cupcake treats for us and was totally surprised at what he had 
brought from the grocery store for me. Displayed on the kitchen table in a brand new shiny round pizza 
pan, which | needed as | had been using the cookie sheet, were some colorful hair bands, some pony tail 
holders, a Mounds bar and a lovely heart with a poem in it that he had made for me. He had cut a heart 
from a cardboard box, covered it with tin foil and put crumpled cellophane Wrap between the board and 
the foil. This made it a soft, puffy, shiny heart. His lovely, hand written poem was then attached to the 
heart. These were all things | needed and loved. It was a wonderful Valentine’s Day. 


We belonged to Saint Charles Borromeo Church in Port Charlotte and went to Mass each Sunday and 
did everything allowed to keep from getting pregnant too soon. Mostly that meant we took my 
temperature and tried to avoid certain days of the month. One big problem, though, was that my 
months didn’t follow any calendar. Somehow we made it for six months. Then one day in late spring we 
stopped at the pharmacist’s counter at the drug store for something to relieve the nausea that | recently 
began to experience. The pharmacist simply asked if | could be pregnant. We looked at each other in 
astonishment. Well, Da... 


That spring of ’63 Curt and | moved into the house on Kimble Avenue for the summer months while the 
Grandparents would be back in Ohio. One evening while he was at work | kept hearing the plaintiff 
meows of a very tiny kitten. Watching out in the back yard | could see that a Mama cat was moving her 
brood across the yard to a new hideaway. One little guy, however, was way behind the rest and could 
hardly hop over the grass, which was actually very short. He was just crying a blue streak. | went out 
and picked him up and cuddled him. Taking him inside, | gave him some warm milk and let him crawl all 
over me in and out of my sweat shirt. He was adorable. He had a tuxedo on; pure black with white 
collar and cuffs on all fours. | had never in my life had a kitten or even knew of anyone who had one. 
This little runt stole my heart. After a while | put him out to find his Mama. Next morning | went 
hunting for the litter and found them hidden under a sheet of plywood in a wood pile. When | lifted it to 
peek in they all hissed and snarled at me. The one little scamp, though, was hidden all by himself a few 
feet away. Mama didn’t like him any more because | had touched him, but I already loved him. | took 
him inside and he became our most beloved Scamp. He grew large and beautiful and was known 
throughout every neighborhood we ever lived in. 


Phone calls were expensive in those days; everyone limited their long distance calls to three minutes. 
Consequently | wrote massive letters to my parents about every little thing | could think of; how 
different Florida was from Ohio, the doves that woke us up every morning with their cooing, and the 
sandy beach by the gulf. | knew Mom had lost both Tom, who went to the service shortly after marrying 
in May, and then me in September. | felt bad for her so tried to keep her in touch with everything in my 
life. That summer Scamp kept me company while a new little life grew inside me. | had lots to write 
home about. 


Scamp ate everything we ate. Every evening | gave him all the scraps from our plates and whatever 
leftovers we didn’t want to save for ourselves later. He ate asparagus, salads with dressing on them and 


everything else. He grew to be big and powerful with a gorgeous shiny coat. He spent days in the house 
with us and nights outside hunting. | believe he subsidized his meals with mice or whatever from the 
field across the street. When we went to Ohio for two weeks in the summers he took care of himself 
and appeared at our door minutes after our arrival home. He allowed us to be his humans but was 
definitely an independent spirit. 


Although | had my driving license, | had never driven Curt’s precious 55 Chevy. Well, actually, | had never 
driven a stick shift. This one was so loaded with high performance stuff that | was a little intimidated. 
And | could feel his fear of me stripping a gear or something. But, | proved to be very coordinated and 
managed to learn the tricks of a 4 on the floor stick shift with very little trouble. One disconcerting thing 
about this particular car was that | could not push the clutch in with only one foot. He had such a high 
performance pressure plate that it took both my legs to get it down. Then I could hold it with one foot 
while getting the transmission in gear and using the gas pedal. This was especially true when putting it 
into first gear at a standstill. The other gears were more manageable. So | learned to drive it and was 
able to go to the doctors and Laundromat and shopping on my own. That was a big help for him. Up 
until now | hadn’t needed to drive anyway. But Now | would need to be able to take care of things and | 


wanted to do my part. 


By that summer I was getting homesick. Curt took some time off, no vacation pay, of course, and with 
about 80 bucks to our name we drove home to stay with my parents for a couple weeks. We figured 
forty bucks each way for gas and Mom and Dad would do the rest. We packed food for the trip and 
drove straight through. Interstates were still a thing of the future then so we drove the highways and 
backroads in and out of every little town and burg, up and down the mountains, thru fog or rain or speed 
traps. It took 36 hours at full tilt to get there. And we did this year after year. Insane! 


We lived in Port Charlotte for three years and when we left | was 6 months pregnant with my third baby. 
| really had not met anyone nearby to claim as a friend. Our neighborhood was undeveloped for the 
most part. Only one other house was occupied and that family had one daughter, Mary Ann, who was 
10 or 11 and she had five little brothers. The youngest Phillip, was just about Kim’s age. Their bedroom 
consisted of two stacks of bunks three high. The mom was pregnant again that summer. They, too, were 
Catholic. This really frightened me. Was that what was going to happen to me the next few years? That 
little girl worked as hard at being a mother to those kids as her mom did. Just a few years later | learned 
the Mom had died. | assumed she was just worn out. | thought to myself, This cannot happen to us. | 
was having some real doubts about some of the rules of my Church. 


Baby, Baby, Baby Bradenton Florida 


Each year we’d move out of the Kimble Avenue house when the Grandparents were due back for the 
winter. So in November, 1963, | was 8 months along when we rented a small one bedroom house not 
too far away. | felt the need to scrub and clean that place from top to bottom before | could bring a new 
baby there to live. Curt had long hours at work so | did the packing and boxing and quite a bit of the 
actual moving. | took Scamp along while | worked so he could get adjusted to the new place. One 


afternoon a few weeks later | felt a funny little twinge inside and figured this was it; our baby was 
coming! | busied my self the whole day and told Curt that | might have to call him home early from work 
at the grocery store that night. He seemed unconcerned and said there was no way he could get off 
early. As the evening went on I pressed every white shirt he owned so they would be ready for the next 
week or so. | had cleaned house and began timing the pains all afternoon. At midnight | called the store 
and told him to get home quick. Surprisingly, he did. We checked into the hospital around one and | was 
put into a room with another lady. She had already delivered her child, a little girl named Deanna, and 
they were both sleeping. The pains | was having were unbelievable, but | kept telling myself that she was 
trying to sleep! | held on toCurt’s hand and to the bed rail and gritted my teeth. | never screamed out 
loud. 


Kimarie (rhymes with shimmery) Carrell Venn was born at 3:53 a.m. and was 8 and one half pounds. It 
was December 21, 1963. She was absolutely beautiful, healthy and we were ecstatic. She had a perfectly 
round face and all the required fingers and toes. Absolutely adorable. We took our precious Christmas 
present home a day later. Curt’s step mother, Evelyn, whom | Hardly even knew at this point, was a living 
doll. She appeared at our door every evening for the next three nights and stayed up walking the floor 
with little Kimarie. | was so exhausted that | was practically unaware of this good angel. I had no idea 
how much help I would need that first week. Baby Kimarie slept in the basket of a baby buggy that 
Wilfred and Evelyn had given us. They had it newly upholstered and it was the perfect crib for the next 
three months. It was on wheels and springs and could be lightly bounced and Kim seemed to enjoy it. | 
nursed her for a few weeks but when it became apparent that she was not getting enough nourishment 
from me, we went to the canned formula of the day, SMA. A bottle of that would allow her, finally, to 
sleep through the night. We were bonding and getting along just fine. Her hair was coming in slowly but 
surely and gave her cute little head a nice reddish glow. 


That spring we moved back into the Kimble Avenue house. Again | was packing and boxing things up 
and making trips back and forth from house to house. This time, however, | had to keep Kim with me for 
each trip. She was thrilled, | am sure. This was such a nice spacious home, though, with two bedrooms, 
large built in cabinets in each one, and a large comfortable bathroom , that it was well worth the effort. 
Plus it was rent free! | loved that terrazzo floor because it was so easy to keep clean and neat. The dining 
room table sat right in the front bay window. Grandpa Venn was an excellent carpenter and had built 
the parson’s table and all the cabinet work in the kitchen and bedrooms. There was a very large 
screened patio off the kitchen and living room. There was no air conditioning, but | had never had that 
anyway so didn’t really miss it. It was nice to be back there after renting the little house. Grandpa 
already had a garden of roses going in the back yard and he had filled the bay window planter with 
colorful little flowers. It was such a bright, cheery house after the small rental we had all winter. Even 
Scamp was happy to be home again. 


We easily settled in, Kim in her playpen right in the center of everything and Scamp prowling the familiar 
neighborhood. | found a cache of bricks at the back of the yard and build us a bookcase with some nice 
two by fours along one wall. We had Hot Rod and Motor Trend magazines stacked all over the place. 


We had bought a record player for 49 dollars from the local Hallmark Shop. We needed a place to 
organize the LP recordings , and the books and magazines. It turned out really nice and we enjoyed 
many an evening listening to music and reading. Scamp began to live up to his name. He and | had a 
running contest, it seemed. We had played together all the time before Kim was born so we 
‘understood’ each other. One trick | used to pull on him was done on the bed. Of course he loved to be 
in it when I tried to make it up in the mornings. Afterward | would get a brown paper grocery bag and 
hold it up side down above his head. l’d scratch the bottom, which then was the top, and he’d jump up 
inside to get to the scratching noise. Little by little ld be working the bag to the edge of the bed and 
finally he’d make the jump up and have no bed beneath him when he came down. |’d laugh like crazy 
and he’d glare at me. Did he know | did that? | dunno. 


But, one day | was at the dining room table writing a letter home, barefoot, as usual, with my legs 
crossed. | saw Scamp wander out of one of the bedrooms, stretching and yawning. He meandered 
down the hall toward me and disappeared beneath the table. Suddenly CHOMP! He had bitten my big 
toe! | saw the black streak as he hightailed it back to his hidey hole in the bedroom. “Ow, you little 
scamp” | yelled at him. several evenings later | got him back, though. Curt and | were sitting in the living 
room, my knees bent and my feet on a footstool. We had no rugs as yet on the terrazzo and the 
ottoman had wooden legs. Scamp was heading for it and could just walk under it at that time. | said, 
“Watch this” to Curt. Just as Scamp was underneath, | pushed the ottoman forward and it screeched 
horrendously on the floor. Poor Scamp jumped, banging his head on the bottom of the stool. He did this 
two times and we, mean as we were, died with laughter. Remember, he was just a little guy so couldn’t 
have jumped too hard, but it was pretty funny 


. On the other hand, Scamp was the perfect companion for little Kim. He was her protector. He would 
crawl into her playpen as she slept and curl up in a corner guarding her. He would lie down nearby, just 
out of her reach, wherever she might be. When she was tiny she sometimes caught an ear or a tail in 
her little fist and would tug on it. He never did anything about it to her. Finally when she was several 
months old he once or twice nipped her fingers to get her to let go and she learned not to grab him. 


By early summer we became aware that | was pregnant again. | wasn’t particularly upset about this. As 
a child | had read all the Bobbsey Twins books, where the family had two sets of twins and all sorts of 
fun, so | had always hoped to have two girls and two boys when | grew up. This was good news to me. 
Talk about being naive!! !! We wouldn’t know if the new baby would be a girl or a boy until it arrived 
but either way, | was glad to have two children close together. We began to discuss names again for our 
new baby. A boy would probably be Curtiss but what about a girl? In the discussion we learned that 
Kimarie had actually been born on great grandma Venn’s birthday. Her name is Laura Belle Venn and she 
was called Belle. This was the grandma and grandpa, Vern Venn, who had raised Curt from childhood. 
Well, this new baby was due right at the same time in December so we decided to call her Laura. And | 
liked the name Leanne to go with it. 


About this time Curt suddenly traded in his wonderful 55 Chevy and got a brand new 1964 Pontiac GTO. 
| was surprised at this since | knew how much he loved that 55 Chevy with all its accessories and high 
power. It had a Corvette exhaust system and such a heavy duty flywheel that | had to use two feet to 
push in the clutch. Now suddenly, it’s gone! And besides, could we afford this? | was a little upset that 
he had not even said anything to me about such an expensive purchase. 


That fall we rented another little place when the grandparents came back for the winter. Now Kimarie 
was about 10 months old and she was walking like a pro. | was seven months along. Again | packed and 
boxed things up and made most of the car trips back and forth to our new temporary digs while Curt was 
at work. He would help later with any furniture and heavy work that needed to be done. This time 
keeping track of Kim was a little more challenging. | took Scamp over with us on an early trip, leaving 
him in the new place to get accustomed to it while we were gone a few hours. When we finally got back 
| had to look all over the house before | found him in the bathroom. There he was behind the shower 
curtain in the tub. He looked up at me with the most plaintiff expression. He was busily pawing the 
bottom of the tub from the back all the way down to the drain, trying furiously to cover up the pee he 
had deposited there! | have always wondered how he associated peeing with water in the tub, but he 
was no dummy. 


After assuring him that everything was alright | put him outside to get familiar with another new 
neighborhood. 


Kim was a happy, healthy baby, full of giggles and smiles. Her short reddish hair framed her darling little 
face as she chattered from the playpen while | was cooking or making something for her on the sewing 
machine. | liked making cute little dresses for her with colorful pockets and buttons. Her first word was 
cacker, short for cracker, not Mama or Daddy. A little later salad became Ceetoo and spoon became 
moose. To this day they remain so. One day in December we went to the beach in EljoBean, just north 
of Port Charlotte. It was so amazing to be playing on the sandy beach at the shore of the Gulf of Mexico 
just a week before Christmas. Kim had a good time tossing shovels full of sand all over everyone. 


Curt’s mother, Doris Thompson, had come from Ohio for the holiday that year, so happy to meet her 
very first grandchild. She was thrilled. Kim had begun walking at ten months and was walking perfectly 
by her first birthday at Christmastime. She was adorable pushing her little doll carriage around and her 
ruffley panties sticking out from Under her green holiday dress. It was so nice to see Curt with his Mom 
and his daughter together. We all had a great visit. 


Laura Leanne came into our lives two weeks later. January 5, 1965. She weighed seven and a half 
pounds, was healthy and very cute and already had a head of dark reddish brown hair. This time | didn’t 
feel so overwhelmed bringing home a new baby. | just had more of everything to keep up with; 


sterilizing bottles of milk and diapers, diapers, diapers. Evelyn came in the evenings again and stayed for 
a few nights walking the floor with the new baby in her arms. | don’t know if | ever thanked her 
properly, but if you can hear me Evelyn, Thank you so, so much for all your help! 


Curt was very busy now with his regular work and doing a parttime job with an older man named Mr. 
Dunbar. He had a shop and Curt ran a lathe for him, doing what? | never really knew but he was trying 
to keep up with the finances, | am sure. | still made a full dinner every evening for us. But it seemed like, 
no matter how quiet we tried to be nor what time dinner was, a baby would begin crying just as we sat 
down to eat. We’d look at each other and just wonder... why? They had been fed and had already been 
asleep, but as soon as we sat down one or the other would let us know that SHE WAS NOT ASLEEP! This 
was a very stressful time for me but | really didn’t recognize it as such. 


Curt was gone most of the time and was developing friendships through his work while | was home with 
the babies. | seemed to be in a fog most days. | performed the tasks that had to be done just as a 
matter of routine. Everyone was clean and fed, what else did | need to do? Then suddenly one day, 
when Laura was about three months old, | looked at her lying on the bed waiting for me to change her 
diaper. She just lay there looking up at me very seriously. It was as if | was just now seeing her for the 
first time. | said to her, “Oh my God, Laura, what am | doing to you?” | picked her up and hugged her 
and just cried. | had been doing everything by rote. This has, so far, not included actually showing her 
any smiles or love. | had been a robot. | never smiled at her and she didn’t smile either. Suddenly | felt 
like | had just woken up. | would not hear the words ‘post partum blues’ for another 25 years but when | 
did | knew exactly what they were talking about. How much harm had | already done? 


From that awakening things got better. | enjoyed my girls entirely, and let them know it. We have a 
photo somewhere of Kim in a cute blue sailor dress sitting on the arm of a living room chair. Next to her, 
in a fluffy blanket are four little baby dolls. If you look closely you will see that Laura is one of the baby 
dolls in that chair. It’s very cute and Kim was already becoming the little mommy. She would help me 
with everything | was doing. She was so proud of her little sister. 


That spring my parents and brothers made the trip from Ohio by bus. It was their first time in Florida 
and they loved it. But they all proclaimed, “Never again by bus! 


We stayed in the little rented house and had fun exploring the area. While they were here we had 
another Scamp experience. Let it be known that where ever Scamp lived, he was king. One evening a 
neighbor lady was pounding on our front door. She was so angry. “Is that big black and white cat 
yours?” she yelled. It seems Scamp had encountered her Siamese cat one evening and it had returned 
home all bloody. But what upset this lady was that her cat had crawled up on one of her very special 
pillow coverings to lick its wounds and had gotten blood on it. We didn’t see any signs of a fight on 
Scamp. He could take care of himself 


Soon it was time to move back to the Kimble Avenue house to spend another summer. Now we had 
two precious little girls that | could mother and love and feed and make clothes for and play with. | 
loved every bit of it. That year | managed to get through six months before turning up pregnant again. 
Now this was getting to be too much. At this rate l'Il have a kid a year for twenty years. Like a machine. 
Of course it wasn’t ALL my fault but | couldn’t help but think of my neighbor and all her brood. After 
this | would certainly have to use something more reliable than a thermometer! 


Kim was talking quite a bit that summer and we usually helped her say things correctly. We had 
incorporated kacker and see to into our own language, that’s cracker and salad, remember, but mostly 
we spoke no baby talk with her. She did have a problem with the word spoon. One day as she sat in her 
table top high chair she called her spoon a moose. Her daddy simply said to her, “That’s a spoon.” She 
looked at him and said moose. He looked more directly at her and repeated Spoon. She looked 
deliberately at him and said moose. She was actually trying so hard to do this right. It seemed as he 
held the formation of the n at the end of the word, she would start her word with the m. It went on 
back and forth until Curt gave up and we all just called it a moose from that day on. 


That fall, 1965, Curt was talking about an opportunity to go with an insurance company that had 
approached him. He considered it for a few months and then decided it was a better opportunity than 
the grocery store. The job would start in January so we stayed in the Port Charlotte house, with the 
grandparents, through Christmas that year. This was really my first opportunity to get to know Curt’s 
grandparents a little bit. Grandma Venn and | watched Jeopardy with Art Flemming every afternoon 
together. we got along pretty well, even with her aversion to Catholics. She was an educated woman 
and had been a school teacher all her life. She treated me well and | liked her very much. 


January 1,1966 found us moving about 65 miles north of Port Charlotte to Bradenton. Curt went with 
Bankers Life and was to have a debit to run in that area. Although the office was in Sarasota, we were 
told that most of his time would be spent in the Bradenton area so we figured he would be able to stop 
by the house for lunches and dinner more easily if we rented a house there. He would make collections 
in his own debit area each week and then sell new policies to earn continuing income. 


We rented a three bedroom house at 3212 21* Avenue West. We had just the one car so we arranged 
to have Borden’s milk delivered. It came every week in a great big carton with a spigot on the front so | 
could just open the fridge and draw a glassful without pulling out a bottle or anything. Pretty neat. This 
house had an interesting bathroom: The large tub seemed to be constructed out of concrete with 
straight sides and floor and then covered with tiny brown, yellow and white ceramic tiles. It was plenty 
big enough for several kids to enjoy! 


The living area floors were not so grand. They were covered with an ugly, grey, flat, industrial carpet, 
which | had to sweep with a broom since up to this point | had no need of a vacuum cleaner. But on the 
plus side, Off the living room was a great playroom with vinyl tile flooring and plenty of room for the kids 
as they grew. We quickly hung a swing in there that Grandpa Venn had made for the girls and they could 
ride their trikes there also. 


| was seven months along. Curt began his new job, leaving before 7 each morning for a meeting in the 
Sarasota office. | fell into a routine of babies, cleaning, and ironing in front of the little orange plastic 
television we had finally broken down and bought. Curt’s days got longer and longer, sometimes getting 
home late in the evening. Lunches and dinners never happened. He told me that sometimes he had to 
see clients after their work at 8 or 9in the evening when both the husband and wife could be present. 
This was quickly getting old, but | thought | was ‘in love’. 


One day when | was sick and tired of being pregnant, | wondered if | could Hurry this process along a bit 
with some hard physical labor.. | scrubbed the entire playroom floor with a Brillo pad, trying to remove 
black scuff marks. This room was a converted single car garage so it was a pretty good sized area to 
scrub by hand. | had been calling this baby, as well as the first two, Corky, right up until their births. they 
were girls so that didn’t work. In those days you never knew ahead of time what sex your baby was. 
We hoped for a boy this time but | was thinking of naming her Audrey if she was a girl. We had 
ARRANGED FOR A lady TO stay with the girls when the time came so | was just hoping to get it done 
asap. 


Curtiss Michael Venn. March 14, 1966. 


Just as | got into bed one evening my water broke. We called our friend and shortly after midnight we 
left for Manatee Memorial Hospital. We were riding rather slowly and carefully through the pitch black 
streets of Bradenton in Curt’s precious GTO. The town was dead and we were the only people on the 
roads for miles around. | kept telling him to Slow down, | could feel every bump and pebble under the 
wheels. We crept gingerly along and then had to stop at a red light. Suddenly | felt like my water was 
rushing again all over the seat! | opened the door and stood up outside the car in the pitch blackness. 
Oh my gosh, someone had pulled up right behind us with his headlights shining right on me. | wonder 
what he thought as | stood there wetting the street. 


We got to the hospital and the nurses began to prep me for delivery. | told them to hurry and get me in 
there, this baby was coming now! Oh no, they said, it will be hours. The first one always takes quite a 
while. | mentioned that this was my third and he was on his way. | delivered before they had anything 
ready. It seems like he just slid right out. | finally had my Corky. Curtiss Michael was 22 inches long and 
a little over 7 pounds. He was an easy delivery and a happy baby. At this point | think we could have 
done this at home just as well. But then, that is hindsight. 


In a day or so we brought our son home and HAD a nighttime lady to help me out for two nights. Curt 
was soon into his old routine again. Nothing had changed for him; | simply had three little ones to keep 
me busy every day now instead of two. Oh, but there was one big change; | made up my mind that | 
was not going to do this every year from here on out like that poor neighbor in Port Charlotte. Since 
moving to Bradenton we had not gotten into the routine of Sunday Mass as yet but now | was 
determined to talk with a local priest about birth control. This was just to feel him out and see if he 
stuck to the discipline of the church as the priest in Port Charlotte had. | was going to do what | had 
already made up my mind to do but it would be nice to have permission to do it. The priest at Saint 
Stephen’s Church was very agreeable and allowed me to make my own decision on this important 
matter. Happy as | was for this, it just reinforced my questioning of the Catholic Church as a whole. Why 
was it that if one priest said No, all | had to do was go to another until | got the answer | wanted? 
hmmmm 


Cork slept in the same plaid buggy in our room as the girls had started out in. Adding another child to 
the routine barely made a dent in things. | realized one day when all five of us were going somewhere in 
the car, that | simply laid the baby on my lap and off we went. It was such a habit to have diaper bags, 
bottles and all that paraphernalia in the car that it made no difference to add one more baby. A couple 
months later we bought Kim a twin sized bed and moved Corky from the buggy to the crib. Kim, at 
about 2 and a half was just a tiny bump in that grownup bed. Laura was 1 and a half and still in a crib. It 
seemed that every time | went to check on the babies in the middle of the night, Laura was sitting up in 
her crib playing quietly with her toys. She’d look up at me like | was interrupting serious stuff. | always 
kept their doors open just a crack so | could peek in at them in the night. They were each so adorable. 


My life became very stifled. All | did was work in the house and be with the kids. We played outside 
with the hose sometimes and in the big playroom with the swing and trikes and toys. Little Cork was a 
sweet tempered fellow and easy to please. | always cut the girls hair into Pixie cuts and they looked 
adorable. | did develop one bad habit while living here: | began watching a daytime misery story as the 
kids had their afternoon naps. | would do some ironing or mending and watch Another World. | would 
cry all by myself and sometimes hate to turn it on because it was so miserable. But | was committed to 
watching it and there was no help for it. 


| had no car and no neighbors to break up the day. When finally Curt was home on the weekend | got 
the car and took tons of laundry, mostly diapers, of course, to the Laundromat. Usually | had one or two 
of the kids with me even then because he didn’t want all of them left at home with him on Sunday 
afternoon. Then the kids and | would go to the grocery store and shopped for the whole week. There 
was no little store nearby to go to for any odds n ends between these trips. Note: There was also no way 
to reach Curt back in those days. He was never home in the daylight during the week, sometimes 
coming in at 2 or 3 in the morning, explaining that he had been so exhausted that he had to pull over 


and sleep along the highway between Sarasota and Bradenton. And then he would leave again at 7 in 
the morning. Let me say here that the distance was all of 15 miles. How long could | bury my head in 
the sand? Finally | did begin to wonder if something was going on. 


This was years before cell phones were ever heard of. | could never catch him at the office. | was lead to 
believe that he did all his work collecting premiums and making evening appointments to sell new 
policies when both heads of a family would be available. 


One day something very unusual happened. Our phone rang... It absolutely never had rung before. |, 
or we, had no friends to chew the fat with. And | don’t think He and I had hardly ever spoken to each 
other on it. when | answered and a woman asked for him, | got that horrible sensation up the back of 
my neck that made the hair stand on end and told me something certainly was going on. She must have 
thought she was calling him at his work or something as she did leave me her name. Which | never 
forgot! 


As the year went on and the holidays were approaching, | was miserable. | told Curt that | simply could 
not stay here anymore. | would take the kids and go home to Ohio for Christmas while he decided what 
he was going to do about our future. | told him that if he didn’t want to continue with our relationship | 
would send all three of them back to him and he could raise them. | said that he would have a better 
chance of finding a woman to take them in than | ever would of finding another man to take on such a 
Burden. | felt absolutely serious at the time. Don’t know if | really could have done it 


. To my shock, Eastern Airlines actually extended us credit and | charged all our tickets. | had been under 
the impression we were living hand to mouth all this time. Evidently we did have some credit. 


Mom and Dad were so excited that we would be home for Christmas. That is, until they realized the 
significance of our visit. Suddenly Mom was making novenas on the couch every night again. | guess 
they worked. After two weeks with no communication with Curt, he suddenly appeared at my bedroom 
door late one evening. He had driven straight through, snowstorm and all, and was here to take us 
home. | made sure he understood that | wasn’t going back to that house and that situation. He knew it. 
He had found a house in Sarasota for us. | said | was going to get a job and live a life with some adults in 
it. | would need the car until we could get another one. Etc., etc., etc. He was dealing with a whole new 
character now. 


Note: This year had become such a nightmare for me that | totally blocked it out of my mind for over ten 
years. | was shocked when memories of my son’s first year of life began to slowly filter back into my 
mind. And | still today, Over 58 years later, have not remembered any fun or funny things that happened 
between Curt and | that entire year. 


1967 Kids 1,2 & 3 Hawthorne Street Sarasota. 


Upon arriving back in Florida early that January we moved from Bradenton to a little, wood frame, three 
bedroom, one bath house at 2827 Hawthorne Street in Sarasota. The bedrooms were small and were 
paneled in dark wood. It was an older, rather rustic house, but it was a cozy and pleasant home on a 
nice street within the city limits. | was so thrilled to be out of that situation in Bradenton that absolutely 
any house would have been wonderful. Curt had found this one for us and rented it before coming to 
Ohio to bring us back. | took this as a real sign that he was serious about making our marriage work. 


We were barely moved in, when one morning | commandeered our only car, the goat, ie the Pontiac 
GTO, and dropped him off at his office. | then dropped all three of the kids off at a cute place | had seen 
earlier, The Hansel and Gretel Nursery. They screamed and hollered as | left but | knew they would be 
fine there and | was determined to create a better life for all of us. A few blocks away from the nursery 
was the Violet Ray Laundromat. | emptied the car trunk of dirty laundry and while it washed in many 


machines, | used the back room to tidy myself up and go get a job! In my only outfit that wasn’t 
maternity wear, | marched into the nicest store Sarasota had to offer at the time; Maas Brothers. Curt, 
who had taken to having shirts tailor made and bought only the finest shoes, already had a charge card 
from this store. | was unaware of this and, in fact, had never set foot inside its doors before. | quickly 
filled out the application form and ran through the math questions easily. | was hired on the spot! How 
exciting was this! 


The next day | wore a different blouse with the same black polyester suit from Robertt Hall and was 
placed on the selling floor to begin training. The kids cried again as | left them at Hansel and Gretel 
Nursery, but not as long or as hard as they had the day before. At work a very sweet older woman with 
soft white curly hair was assigned to me as my sponsor and she showed me everything | needed to 
know. Blanch Hay was a lovely lady. She would feel so bad if | did anything wrong as if it was her fault 
that | did it. | was selling ready to wear in the store’s lower priced range of merchandise, which was still 
a step up from any other local store. We had no real competition in town as there was only a 
Montgomery Ward and a Sears store. So Maas Brothers was a very popular department store. Besides 
my area, there was a moderately priced dress area and a very expensive, designer area which also sold 
magnificent furs and bridal gowns. It seemed like everyone in Sarasota just loved Maas Brothers. 


By the end of a week the kids were happy with all their new friends and eagerly jumped from the car to 
run inside the nursery. | was loving work. It was fun. We had such nice gals there, and even the one 
mean gal was a great change for me. The manager of my department, which was called Thrift Mode, 
Had been with the store since its opening. Her kids were my age and they had children the ages of mine. 
We had a nice relationship. 


| was so thrilled to be spending my days out in the world meeting people and helping ladies find 
something new to make their day. We sold nursing uniforms and maternity wear as well as larger 
women’s sizes. My favorite area in which to work was called Juniors, where | often slipped on a size 7 
dress and soon sold it off my back. | would then put on the 9 and soon | had sold two or three other 
sizes in that dress. Jonathan Logan and College Town were big names at that time. | was proud that | 
could wear a junior size after having three babies. | actually weighed ten pounds less than before having 
any children. Of course | didn’t relate my weight loss to the miserable year | had just endured. | had 
medium length hair that | often wore up in a French twist or a bun on top or just flowing around my 
shoulders. | felt like | was becoming a real person. | had fun. | remembered how to laugh and joke. 


Things changed for the children at home also. Having a happier Mom made a lot of difference. | was 
able to laugh and play and just enjoy the fact that they were here. Every bit of my free time away from 
the store was spent with them and | loved it. Each evening I’d put all three of them into the bathtub and 
we’d laugh and giggle with toys as the washing got done. In the mornings usually Curt was gone already 
as we all got ready to pile into the car for work. The girls, just babies themselves, would feed Cork in his 
high chair while | tended to other things. Busy, busy beavers. Luckily my job didn’t start till 9:30 or so in 
the mornings so it all worked out easily. 


One day a year or so later, while perusing the newspaper | found a trundle bed set for sale. It was 
perfect for our needs. We could get rid of two cribs, move Cork into the twin, and stack the trundle in 
the girls room. Their room was rather small and this was the perfect solution. This trundle was of heavy 
wood construction, yet it was easy to slide the bottom bunk in and out. | got it home and painted it all 
white. From Sears | ordered two dark green rip cord bedspreads. | made curtains of a bright yellow 
cotton fabric with tiny orange and green flowers on it for their windows and bought complimentary 
sheets for them. | painted their one little chest of drawers white and their room was complete. The light 
curtains and wood complemented the dark walls nicely. It was very cozy with a little oval rug on the 
floor. 


Little Curt was growing like a weed. Sometimes his legs hurt him at night and he would wake up crying. 
The doctor said it was just growing pains. He was always quite tall for his age. One day when he was 
about 2 and a half we became aware that he wasn’t really talking. It seemed that the girls recognized his 
every grunt or whine and just covered for him. | was just as guilty. We had to make a concerted effort to 
get him to express in words what he wanted. Soon he had a full vocabulary. One of our family’s favorite 
words that Cork invented was the word foundly in place of finally. In other words, he foundly began to 
talk 


properly! While in my home decorating mode | tackled his bedroom also. Boy motif curtains were 
practically nonexistent in those days so | bought a brown plaid flannel and some muslin for lining and 
made him a bedspread and curtains like no other boy had. His room was really sharp. 


One of the first things on my agenda after moving to Sarasota was to get wheels of my own. Curt and | 
bought a cute little yellow and black Buick Opal for me. It looked like a bumble bee, had a stick shift and 
was adorable. We all called it Opie. Opie was an endearing little car. | enjoyed the fact that he was a 
stick shift and | felt really cool scooting through traffic on my way to work. He was tiny, though, 
especially when we put three kids, me and groceries inside all at the same time. Our house had no front 
porch, just three wooden steps at the door. One night | had worked the evening shift and arrived home 
in a huge downpour. The driveway was across the soggy lawn and | didn’t want to soak my feet and get 
drenched getting into the house, so | drove Opie right up to the steps and quickly ran inside. The next 
morning | happened to glance out the window to see little Opie right there at the door looking like a 
forlorn puppy that had been left out all night. | even felt guilty! 


| was making less money than it took for the kids to be in nursery school, we had to get a second car, 
plus each week | had to add to my wardrobe since | had gone from school uniforms to maternity to 
dresses | had made earlier for Sundays... 


But | was so happy! The kids were thriving and loved the ladies at Hansel and Gretel Nursery. The 
Owner, Miss Eleanor, had a beaked nose like the wicked witch, but everyone loved her and her husband, 
Daddy Les. Many years later, when we all got together for a holiday dinner or whatever, the topic of 
conversation would often go back to the many fun times the kids had experienced at that nursery. That 
always made me feel good. 


| was working full time and for many years it seemed my day off was Wednesday. This was also our pay 
day in those days. So, with the kids in tow, each week | got my paycheck and cashed it right there in the 
office. Then | would meticulously pay out 2 dollars on this layaway and 5 dollars on that one and so on 
till each one had been paid on. This was how Christmas happened at our house. Then we could go to 
the laundromat followed by the grocery store. The rule was that while in any store, Corky was in a 
stroller or cart and the girls must touch it at all times. If all went well, we would get a treat before 
arriving back home. They were great and we always got treats. Everyone in my store just had to stop to 
chat with them and marvel at what adorable and good little kids they were. | was always so proud of 
them. . | used to come out of the grocery store with two full grocery carts, pulling one full of groceries 
and pushing the other one full of kids to keep them safe while crossing the big parking lots. It’s funny to 
think how the people at the checkout these days always want to help us out with our one or two little 
bags of stuff. Where were they when | really could have used some help? 


By then my money would be all gone and we’d go home. This was a full day with three little kids in tow 
every minute. We had good fun together, though. 


One day | had to go to a doctor about a spot on my arm. It was an inch or so above my right wrist on the 
inside of the arm. It was a bump that was becoming angry, dark purplish and hard. | could feel it deep 
into my arm. | wanted it gone. | was directed to an older doc since mine was not available. He looked at 
it and proclaimed it a sebaceous cyst, nothing to worry about. | told him | kept bumping it at work on 
the undercounter where | reached constantly for tissue paper to wrap ladies purchases. He finally 
agreed to remove it. | sat looking at a magazine while he numbed it and began cutting. His nurse was 
nearby and as he finished, she asked if she should send it to the lab to be examined. His reply... Naw, it’s 
just a sebaceous cyst. | looked up at him and said that | wanted him to send that to the lab! When | 
returned later for my checkup he greeted me with: You were right. He had to open it up and dig out 
more of my wrist. Thank God | was learning to speak up for myself. For all | know, this could have cost 
me my right hand. 


One day | was sitting on the front stoop while Cork was riding his tricycle around in the grass and dirt. 
Suddenly he totally disappeared from my view. | scanned the front yard and after a moment his little 
head popped up out of the ditch near the road. He never made a peep until he saw me and then began 
to cry that his bike had gone down there. It was too funny. Around this time my younger brother, Steve, 
came to live with us. He had terrific asthma problems back in Ohio and was much better in Florida. We 
bunked him in with Cork and he went to the local Junior high school. He was about 13 then and was a 
big help with the kids. He began going to a youth group in our neighborhood and through him | met a 
young lady named Kathi. She was about 14 and had a crush on him. She and | have remained friends all 
these years even though nothing ever came of her crush. 


During the summers at this house the kids had the most fun in a big inflatable swimming pool in the 
back yard. This pool was three large rings high, about 18 inches deep. It was bright orange, green and 
yellow. There were three little girls next door that came over to swim also so it was always a merry time. 
The most fun seemed to be straddling and bouncing on those big rings until everyone else fell off. Their 
whoops and giggles could be heard all around. And as little as they were, all five and under, they actually 
learned to do a shallow dive from a low tabletop into the water and across to the other side without 
bumping their noses on the bottom. This was some great fun during those hot summer days. 


Big Curt was still working for Bankers Life and mostly not at home. | actually have little memory of him 
during the three years we lived at that house. One, though, had to do with our neighbor who was an 
active peeping tom. This was the father of the little girls next door. He would be out mowing his lawn in 
the afternoon and then sneaking up to our windows in the dark, still in the same plaid shirt that we all 
recognized. The police or sheriff’s department could do nothing about it unless they caught him in 
someone’s yard. So Curt sometimes parked his car a block or two away And walk through the 
neighborhood in the hopes of catching him out and about. My fear was that the police would catch Curt 
instead of the peeper! Meanwhile Stevie was spending hours hidden in our bushes with a butcher knife. 
Good grief. Finally that family moved away. | wondered if that daddy got caught, he was quite obvious. 


It was during this time that one evening after the kids were all in bed, | was sitting in the living room 
with the TV on. | heard the spookiest sound. Looking around, | realized that it had gotten dark outside. 
The groan was repeated a moment later and it sounded like someone was right outside the dining room 
window several feet away. He was taking a very deep, throaty breath. Someone was trying to scare me. 
It was working. | got chills up my spine as | quietly, but swiftly, slid to the front door and locked it. | 
moved along the walls closing each window curtain as | reached it. Now that | was up | heard it again. It 
was coming from the old black oil furnace right here in the corner of the dining room. | listened again. 
Oh, this was weird. | didn’t know when Curt would be home so | called my neighbor to come see what 
was happening. He brought a flashlight and opened the furnace door. Inside it were three tiny little 
owls. Their nest had fallen down the chimney and they had been breathing in that horrible black soot 
for who knew how long. We got these three tiny baby hoot owls out of the furnace. They weren’t even 
able to stand up on their own two feet. Curt had arrived home during the rescue operation. He 
suggested we call the ‘bird lady’, a woman who runs a bird sanctuary nearby. Ultimately we gave two of 
them to her. On her advice we began trying to feed the remaining one, the healthiest of the group, 
some raw hamburger meat. While trying to push some meat right into its beak, the poor little thing 
toppled right over onto its back. Finally it opened up and took a bit of the meat. Then there was no 
stopping it. Chomp, chomp, chomp. It was nearly starved to death. Its two siblings died that evening 
and The Bird Lady did an autopsy on one of them. Its tiny little lungs were just coated with black tar. 
Our little guy made it thru the night. 


Within days Curt had built a nice cage for Owlbert to live in. We all loved having him in the house. 
Before long we would allow him to be loose and he would sit up at the top of the curtains and watch us. 


Somehow little Owlbert and | developed a habit of watching TV together. After the kids were asleep and 
the house very quiet, | laid a broom handle across my lap and the arms of the big chair as | watched TV. 
Soon Owlbert came down to sit at the end of the handle. He would look at me and then at the motion 
on the TV. His little head would twist and jerk as he tried to figure out what he was seeing on the 
screen. He was adorable. When he was several months old he set out to live his own life. He flew right 
out the front door and up into a tree. Hopefully he learned the tricks necessary to survive. We had all 
enjoyed him and truly missed him. It was a nice experience for all of us to have helped rescue the little 
tyke. 


One afternoon Curt came home ina brand new yellow 68 Chevy Malibu. My first thought was, why is he 
home at this hour? (it was still daylight) and then | thought he was with a friend in his car for the day. 
But, No. He had bought this brand new car off the lot. Not a test drive, it was ours. | was shocked. No 
discussion, not a word. As far as | knew, we had no money. | mean absolutely No Money. Well, | myself 
had no money...all of mine was gone by the end of my pay day. | was being badgered daily at work with 
creditors. | was living on daily doses of aspirin to relieve the worry headaches. He wasn’t being 
badgered because he couldn’t be reached. He was always out somewhere. This was way before cell 
phones. But | was living on aspirin due to the worry. And now this? | could not believe it. This was the 
second time he had gone out and bought a brand new car for himself. The GTO was less than four years 
old and perfectly fine. As far as | knew, we were living on a shoestring. What in the world was he 
thinking? He just claimed that to be successful you had to look successful. | thought a red hot GTO 
looked successful enough. Show me the money. | did not set foot in that Malibu for six months. But | 
doubt he ever noticed. 


One lazy morning | woke up to the rattling sounds of our cookie jar lid being opened and closed. | didn’t 
have to go to work and | thought about the kids out there in the kitchen getting into the cookies. Little 
Dickinses. | wandered into the kitchen to see Cork and Kim chomping on Toll House Chocolate Chip 
cookies. Laura, however, had found another treat to suit her fancy. She was actually on top of the 
counter and had reached the bottle of orange flavored baby aspirin way up in the cupboard. | couldn’t 
believe it. She was barely 3 years old. | went into action, calling the doctor and then making her vomit 
into the bath tub. Good grief. What’s wrong with cookies? We were told to keep an eye on her for 
several days and not to let her sleep too deeply. The next day | informed the gals at the nursery of the 
situation and they watched her. Shortly after noon | was called and told that Laura couldn’t stay awake. 
She ultimately had to have her stomach pumped and stay the night in the hospital. 


The summer of 1969 was a sad time. | awoke in the night to a phone call and someone told me that my 
brother, Tom, had died in a motorcycle accident. | have no idea who called me; Mom? Dad? A friend? | 
don’t know. We made some hasty arrangements with the neighbors who babysat for us sometimes and 


Curt, Kim and | quickly left by car for Ohio. Laura and little Curt stayed with the neighbors. | remember 
getting home and finding my Mom in the basement, just standing beside her washer in a daze. No one 
else was home with Mom and Dad and it was all so weird. | don’t remember much of the funeral or any 
viewing or anything. | have just a vague notion of the burial at the cemetery. Tom had turned 26 a 
couple months earlier and he and Myrna had four small children. It was unbelievable. Mick and Steve 
were away at a big concert in New York or Pennsylvania or somewhere and couldn’t be reached in time 
for any of the functions. All too soon we had to leave Mom and Dad to return to Florida to the kids and 
work. | cannot imagine how they ever got on with their lives. | know that forever after, Mom always 
looked for Tom when she went past the YumYum Shoppe on Market Street because he used to like to 
hang out there. | don’t believe she ever did come to terms with his passing. 


As 1970 rolled in, each of the children had had several years at Hansel and Gretel Nursery. They had 
entered kindergarten classes provided right there as they each turned four , and had progressed very 
well. Now Kim had just turned 6 and was in the 1* grade at Incarnation Catholic School. She wore little 
pastel shirt waist dress uniforms and was so cute. She was probably the youngest in her class with a late 
December birthday but was very smart nonetheless. She was also very shy, however, and her teacher, 
Miss Oakley, tried several times to get her to join the other girls in recess games. Each day, though, Kim 
would just watch from the sidelines. Laura was 5 on the 5* of January and was in Kindergarten, also at 
Incarnation. Corky would be 4 in March and was still going to the nursery where he felt by now that he 
owned the place. The girls got dropped off each day back at the nursery and either Curt or | would pick 
them up after work and it all worked out very nicely. Through the years | have often marveled at the 
good fortune we had in finding that wonderful place full of such caring people. Guardian Angels at work, 
for sure. 


One afternoon | lay down on the bed while the kids were napping. | was just staring at the interesting 
ceiling in that room thinking about nothing particular. The ceiling was white acoustic squares with tiny 
dots throughout. Each square was separated by dark brown molding of some sort. This created long 
dark stripes on the ceiling. As | ran my eyes up and down one of these stripes, | noticed that there was a 
definite break, or jog, in it. This jog moved with my eyes. | looked over at the edge of the window and 
saw that it too had a jog in it as | moved my eyes up and down the straight edge. How weird, | thought. 
The more | played with this, the more weird things | was seeing. Like while driving, if | stared at the 
license plate on the car ahead of me, it no longer stayed in place but was just a little higher than it 
should be, and it was slanted. My eye doctor didn’t know what the problem was so he sent me to the 
Bascome Palmer Eye Institute in Miami to be checked. We arranged for our neighbor’s girls to stay with 
the children as Curt and | headed for an early appointment in Miami. This turned out to be a battery of 
tests involving a myriad of doctors and students. At one point they seemed to pop my eyes out with a 
spoon type device. Remember, this was 1970. It was horrible. Each time they took me into another 
room with a humongous machine for me to stick my head into or whatever, | just envisioned the dollar 
bills flying away. At the end of the day they suggested that | come back in the morning so they could do 
a test without my eyes being dilated. Geez, now we had to get a motel room and stay overnight. More 
dollars flying away. On the way to a motel | had Curt pull the car over while | vomited. The next day, 


after the final test, | learned that the whole visit cost $26! Wish | had known that at the beginning. And 
the final result of all this was that they did not know what the problem was. They suggested that maybe 
living on aspirin for the past several years had something to do with it. | had been on the new birth 
control pill since Corky was born but they didn’t think that was the problem either. | stopped the pills 
anyway and went with another form of contraceptive . However, from this point on | always prayed that 
| would be able to see until my children were grown up and on their own. Well, at least that worked. 


Also, | believed in my heart that | had made this happen to myself. | always remember that as a child | 
once heard a doctor tell my Mom that her dad, my grandfather, had retinitis pigmentosa and that it 
usually hit every other generation. | immediately felt good that it would not hit my mom but that it 
would be me who got it. | didn’t want Mom to go blind like Granddad. | still wondered if it was possible 
that | encouraged it somehow. | seem to be the only one of my generation who is bothered by this. 
However, many years later my mother was nearly blind when she passed away at the age of 78. So that 
doctor was wrong about it skipping 


a generation. 


One of our favorite things when the kids were little was our Christmases at my parents house in 
northeast Ohio. In the very early days we stuffed a crib mattress into the back seat area of our ’55 Chevy 
and we did the same with the GTO. The kids could sit and play or stretch out and sleep comfortably. 
Seat belts were unheard of at this time. We always packed food and drinks and drove straight through, 
stopping only for gas and potties, and the trip took 36 hours. The roads went through cities and towns 
and around or over mountains. Later, when the Interstate Highway system came along, the time was 
reduced by twelve hours. 


One January on our way home, we decided to get off our route and do a section of the Blue Ridge 
Parkway. It was such a winter wonderland and | wanted to show the little ones the great long ice sickles 
hanging from the rocky walls. Florida children know nothing about ice covered streams and frozen ice 
on rocky mountain sides. We all got out of the car and crunched our way across the snow to the icy 
stream. It was such fun to watch the wonder and excitement in their eyes. 


One other time, on our way north, we ran into a horrible fog as we crossed from Kentucky into Ohio. 

We drove from the Ohio River to Warren, practically the entire length of the state of Ohio, in fog as thick 
as pea soup. This time the trip was no fun and took several hours longer as we crept along at a snails 
pace all that distance. Both of us had red and stinging eyes from staring at the fog ahead of us for fear of 
coming up on a slower moving vehicle. We even recruited little Kim’s sharp eyes to help us watch. She 
was about 6 at the time and she sat straight and serious, determined to do a good job. That was the 
most exhausting trip ever. 


Another time when the kids were little, we found ourselves on the side of a highway in the mountains 
with a flat tire. Normally this would not be a problem but we had just had a flat, in the dark, four hours 
earlier . Now the twin to that tire blew. How many of us carry a second spare? This was a fairly new set 
of name brand tires. We were less than thrilled. We were heading down a wide sweeping mountain 
curve with the car barely off the road. We were right next to one of those low steel guardrails. What 
could we do but wait for help. Soon Curt got a ride to the next town, leaving us there to wait. After a bit 
| allowed the kids to scramble over the guardrail and stretch their legs. There was a small fir tree right 


there that was just about their size. They began finding scraps and litter along the rail to decorate the 
tree. Well, this was our Christmas trip so let’s get into the mood. Colorful cigarette packs and glittery 
cellophane were great. With the tree all decorated, they got a magazine from the car, stood thereina 
little group holding their magazine/songbook and opening their mouths as if singing a Christmas carol. | 
took their picture. It is adorable. . While they were working on the tree big trucks came rolling by with 
their huge horns blasting all the way down around the mountainside and out of sight. Soon they 
encouraged this by raising their little fists with the blow your horn signal and all the truckers responded. 
Then a tiny Toyota came by with its squeaky little horn squealing all that way also. Wheeeeee... It was 
too funny. 


| would say that is making the best of a bad situation. 
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It was around February of 1970 when Curt said that he heard of a house for sale that we might be able 
to buy. We were having to leave our current home because the owners from Indiana were about to 
come to Florida to retire in their home on Hawthorne Street. We borrowed and scraped up enough 
money for a down payment on a cute little Spanish Adobe looking house in downtown Sarasota. During 
that time, while waiting for the actual signing of the papers, we would go to the new, fifty year old 
Spanish house, and work on the overgrown yard and get that part ready for habitation. One day | 
overheard the kids in the back seat of the car quietly talking in whispers with a worried tone. | asked 
what the problem was. With a little encouragement, more like pulling teeth, | learned that they were all 
apprehensive about living in a Spanish house. Their fear was that none of them could speak Spanish! 


As it turned out, we transferred the girls to their new school before the end of that school year. | 
thought it might be good for them to meet some of the children who would live in our new 
neighborhood before the summer break started. We switched from Incarnation Parish to SAINT 
Martha’s parish in downtown Sarasota. When school was out | had made arrangements for the children 
to take part in the summer recreation program provided by the City. They enjoyed the variety of 
activities, especially going to the swimming pool out on Lido Beach. 


We had settled into the little house pretty easily. It had only two bedrooms but one of them was quite 
large and had a sun room at one end. We set up the girls trundle beds in the bigger room and little Curt 
had a new Captain’s bed with drawers beneath it in the sun room. My brother, now 17, had gone back 
north for about a year but came back to stay with us again shortly after we moved in. He built a bunk 
above Cork’s bed and everyone was happy with the arrangements. Curt and | had the other bedroom 
and actually bought a pretty Mediterranean style set of furniture and a king sized bed. Up to this point 
all our furniture had been early attic and Salvation Army mismatches. This was wonderful. | bought a 
cotton brocade-like bedspread that was deep rose with a touch of gold in it. We decided to enhance our 


room with a deep brown wall at one end to make it look longer. Next to it was a gold wall and then the 
other two, which were broken up with windows and doors, were rose. It was unusual for the times but 
very pretty. We put down a gold carpet remnant to finish it off. Just stepping into that room seemed 
cooler than the rest of the house. One little note about our new room: King sized beds were a relatively 
new thing in the early 70s and were way too expensive for us. But the salesman offered us a wonderful 
deal along with our new suite of furniture. A king sized 3 piece mattress set by Serta for just 199 bucks. 
Too good to be true. 


The kid’s room had a flat carpet in it which was good for them to play with dolls and army men and all 
that. Their trundle bed with the green rip cord bedspreads were great in this new room. Even the 
curtains fit these windows perfectly. Little by Little each piece of unfinished furniture we got was 
painted white. Then one day | found a ten drawer dresser. A light bulb went off in my head. Oh what a 
great idea | had for all those drawers. After painting the whole thing white, | painted each drawer front 
a primary color; green, orange or yellow, and also did a couple of the drawers in a contact paper print 
with these colors. Oh, this was too cute. But then | dipped each of the ten drawer pulls in these colors 
and put them on alternating drawers. Adorable. The girls just loved their new dresser. Their room was 
perfect for them. | loved it too. 


The rest of the house had wood floors and a cozy fireplace in the little living room. It all needed much 
work but Curt could handle that stuff. He ended up doing so much work underneath that house that he 
even installed some lights and a switch for when he had to crawl under there. There was a falling apart 
little work shed at the end of the dirt driveway and Next to it was a pretty jacaranda tree. Plus we had a 
whole extra lot next to the drive for the kids to play in. It wasn’t much of a house but it was all ours. 
Only eleven thousand dollars, $88.88 a month, and it was home. 


| was thoroughly enjoying my life at Maas Brothers. Now we lived just five blocks from work and | often 
walked to and from. The school was about ten blocks in the other direction and the kids soon learned to 
go by bike. | was so excited to have a job, meet new people, talk with adults and have some 
independence. This particular store was such a happy place; | loved everything about my new life. 


One of my coworkers became my most wonderful friend. Linda and | were inseparable. She was so fun 
and funny. We tried to get lunch time and break time together as often as possible and would laugh our 
way through the hour eating and drinking our iced tea and counting calories from a little book she 
always carried with her. We sometimes modeled clothes for our Wednesday morning Coffee Club. 
These meetings were held every week in the restaurant before the store opened. All employees came in 
for coffee and doughnuts. Often these meetings were used to relate important information about 
insurance or profit sharing or security or whatever. Other times they would be more fun in nature. 
Linda and | were involved in many a fashion show, skit, or we ‘roasted’ an old time employee who was 
retiring. For several years she and | were in charge of arranging the after inventory party or a dance for 
the whole store. We’d hire a band, rent a hall, collect door prizes from throughout the store, and 
decorate. One year we each made ourselves a hotpants outfit for the occasion. | made a shiny black 
satin blouse with big blousy sleeves and pretty cuffs. To go with it | made pure white short shorts and a 


white vest. Linda’s was similarly sexy as we wore our fishnet stockings and hi heels. Everyone else 
would be neat and proper in long dresses and suits. We were obviously the hostesses of this shindig! It 
was all great fun. 


| always felt very lucky to be working at this particular store. My guardian angels must have been on the 
job the day | went looking for work. The Manager, Mr. Schaub, was very well known and loved in town. 
He belonged to Rotary and other civic clubs and he had personally brought the White Sox to Sarasota 
many years earlier, endearing himself to the entire town. He ran a happy ship. Customers and workers 
alike looked up to him. We had such a feeling of family there and half the associates were long time 
employees. Many of them original corner stoners, having been there when he opened the store some 
15 or 20 years earlier. Many of them would continue until their retirement. | personally went to work 
thinking of a part time job for a couple years until the kids were in school. Twenty seven years later my 
situation called for me to leave. That, | will tell you, was a sad day. 


Our first year at our new house flew by. Everyone was busy with school, friends and jobs. By the time 
summer came along again, 1971, the children were very comfortable in their new neighborhood. They 
had friends, not only on our street but all around for several blocks. They could walk about four short 
blocks away to Gillespie Park to play with kids from all around. One day | heard several kids shouting 
something over and over again from some distance away from our house. As the shouts got louder and 
sounded so frantic, | realized they were coming from my own children. | dashed outdoors and ran to the 
corner just as they were coming up the block. They looked alright but they were all in a dither about 
something. Their little arms were flying around and they were shouting, Danger! Danger! Quicksand! 
One of their favorite TV shows at that time was Lost in Space, could you tell? The entire neighborhood 
was being warned of this disaster. It seems that little Curt’s shoe had stuck in the mud at the side of the 
pond and had actually been sucked off his foot when he tried to get out. | had no idea they ever went 
near that pond at the park and quickly realized this was truly a Danger, Danger situation. Thank God the 
girls didn’t try to retrieve that shoe and sink into that muck. Their dad went to The park later and 
retrieved it but this was one of those times indelibly imprinted on all our minds. 


Then Disaster did strike our family. . 


In 1971 when Kim was seven and a half, , | again registered the kids for the city summer 
recreation program. One day in July, however, all our lives were suddenly changed. The kids were at the 
rec center and | was at home from work for my lunch. The phone rang just as | came into the house. It 
was someone from the center telling me something about an accident. My daughter had an accident 
and they had called an ambulance. Could | come to the rec center? | was there in minutes. All the kids, 
a hundred or more children, were silently standing around in the side yard. 


| rushed inside. The whole room was deathly quiet and empty. My daughter, Kimarie, was lying on the 
floor of this huge room. Her head was being held by someone sitting there but there was a bed sheet or 
something beneath her . As | got closer | saw that the sheet had blood all over it! What happened?!! 


They were not sure. This was the second sheet covered in her blood. They thought a folded up ping 
pong table had slid down the wall and fallen on her head. No one had seen it happen. Waiting for the 
ambulance. A security guy was wandering around with some sort of radio on his hip. Every minute or so 
it blasted out something. Could you PLEASE go somewhere else with that thing, | yelled at him. Every 
time it goes off she jumps. Where is the ambulance? Time went on. Fifteen minutes had gone by since 
| had arrived. Where is that ambulance? Finally we are taken to the hospital. Kim is whisked away; her 
Daddy is there already, thank God. We wait... and we wait... And we wait... 


Finally we meet Dr. Padar, the neurologist. The first thing he says upon meeting us is: You have a very 
sick little girl here . She definitely has some brain damage. 


In my mind | immediately deny this. He is wrong! 


Now she is in a hospital bed and she is awake. She sees us, she recognizes each of us and she wants her 
“ArreeDoll.” What?? Slowly we talk with her, she seems to understand everything. Curt begins asking 
her questions, like, pointing to himself, who am I? She says, Daddy. Oh, we feel some relief. Then He 
Points to me, who is that? “Waawwee”, she says. We begin to realize that she does not move her lips. 
Oh my God! She can’t move her lips. Arree doll is Barbie doll. Waawee is Mommy. Can you move 
your toes? Her feet move. Oh, Thank you God! Her motor skills seem to be working, but not her lips?! 


Now what? 


Kim came home in two days. There was nothing else for them to do once the bleeding had stopped in 
her head. Luckily when it happened her ear drum had burst allowing the release of pressure. Otherwise 
she would have died almost instantly. She had a skull fracture that had severed a major nerve center on 
the left side of her head. Eventually she would need surgery to tie back an eye muscle that got cut in 
this freak accident but right now we needed to work on the nerves in her face. She could not move her 
lips. She could not smile. She could not close her eyes completely. Her beautiful little face had become 
a blank mask. The doctors had consulted each other. They had been in touch with doctors from Canada 
and Great Britain where they had Socialized Medicine and might have much more access to an injury of 
this type. Nothing. They were stumped. No one, anywhere in the world, has ever had a paralysis on 
both sides of the face at one time. Only time would tell where this would go. Dear God! 


Meanwhile we were given a little machine to use that would hopefully, keep her facial muscles alive and 
working until the nerves had time to regenerate.... IF they could. 


Doctor Padar and his group would give it just three months to show some sign of movement. Then 
they didn’t know what they should do but something would have to be done. | heard different 
horrendous scenarios: one was that they might try taking the nerves from the tongue, which has many, 
many nerves, and reroute them in such a way that Kim might learn to move her facial muscles by 
thinking she was moving her tongue! Oh Good Heavens! no. This could never happen! 


The little machine we were to use was a shock device. Many times each day we were to attach little 
wires to places on her face. Each time the button was pressed she received a shock that made muscles 


jump. Curt and | tried it on ourselves and each time the button was pressed we actually saw stars and 
felt the pain. It was a horror. | just prayed that she didn’t feel this as clearly as we did. Little Kimarie 
would do anything her Daddy asked of her and, thank goodness, he totally took over this duty. At 
bedtime we had to tape her eyes closed because she was unable to close them all the way by her self 
and we didn’t want them to dry out over night. The crash had severed many facial nerves plus a muscle 
that released one eye which had to be surgically tied back, creating another problem. One good thing to 
come out of this, maybe the only good thing, was that Curt spent an unusual amount of time with Kim 
and the family. She had always loved to be her daddy’s helper around the house and this gave her even 
more time with him. She was so brave. The doctors were not too optimistic. it was so hard to see her go 
through this. 


We had been given three months. We studied her little face constantly, hoping for change. She was 
not impaired any other way. School was starting the fall session and, wearing sunglasses because of the 
extreme eye sensitivity, off she went to third grade. It was difficult for all of us because she knew she 
looked strange and some kids would probably make unkind comments about her. | think the teachers in 
the Catholic school kept a lid on most of the meanness. But she was already an extremely shy child and 
this only magnified her situation. 


Then one day as her Daddy was working the little shocker on her face, he thought he saw a movement 
at the corner of her mouth. Excitedly he called me and we urged Kim to try that again. There it was! 
The tiniest little movement! Oh, thank you God! It gave us hope. We were just two days from the three 
month deadline. But where do we go from here? Keep up the treatments, of course, we don’t want any 
atrophy. Now we began real physical therapy. We worked with her daily trying desperately to help her 
form O’s and A’s and squint her eyes. We didn’t know it then but it would be years before she had any 
noticeable movement at all. It never did return completely. All through her school years this beautiful 
little girl would endure the looks and comments of others who didn’t know or understand what a 
sweetheart she was. 


Meanwhile her younger siblings sort of lived in the background. Of course everything revolved around 
Kim for those many months. But they survived and life went on. That Halloween we had a big party for 
the children. Each of them invited as many friends as they wanted. While Curt took the older ones 
outside for a couple of rowdy games, | had the younger ones inside making carmel apples and playing 
other games. Then we switched everyone around so they all got to do everything. One game was ‘pin 
the eye on the skeleton’. | had drawn a head and crossbones and made several awful eyes to be pinned 
on. The kids loved it. We made caramel apples and everyone got good and sticky. | think they all had a 
fun time. 


That Christmas Corky was in a play with his kindergarten class. Since he was to be an old man we fixed 
him up with a rickety cane, wire glasses made from a coat hanger and dusted his hair with talcum. He 
was so cute and did his part perfectly. 


| thoroughly enjoyed my years working at Maas Brothers Department Store. Lunch time varied from day 
to day with loads of choices of places to eat. Our cafeteria in those early days was an extension of the 
terrific restaurant downstairs. Food was shipped up by dumb waiter and offered to us for a pittance. If | 
heard laughter as | approached the cafeteria | could figure that the Display department members were 
on break at the same time. That group was always fun to sit with. | wonder why those artistic people 
are so much fun. | carried a book with me most days just in case | had some alone time at lunch; my only 
chance to read since home with family was always hopping! Anyway, during these years, through my 
books, | met Edgar Cayce, Taylor Caldwell (Captains and the Kings, Dear and Glorious Physician), and 
Anya Seton, Eugenia Price and so many other great writers. | loved being carried away in historic novels. 


The years on 6" Street were enjoyable for me and passed quickly. Somewhere along the way big Curt 
had gone to work for Hobart and learned to work on Kitchen Aid appliances. From there he went to 
school to become an electrician, dropping the insurance business entirely. He was not cut out to be a 
salesman. | don’t know if he ever made any money in those years as an agent. In fairness, | guess he did 
because he bought that new car and we could not have lived on my pay alone. | did keep all of us 
covered with health insurance all that time and put money aside in a Christmas Club every week so we 
had nice holidays every year. 


however. Another thing that just dawned on me as | write this today, some 40 years later, is this; | 
never went to his office or a gathering or holiday function or even met a single coworker of his during 
the 4 or 5 years he spent at Bankers Life. I’m wondering now if someone else stood in for me at any of 
those occasions. Hmmmm... 


Anyway... he was so much more comfortable in jeans with his electrician’s belt full of heavy tools 
hanging from his waist. He actually did quite a bit of work on that old house. Originally it had gas as its 
main heat and for the stove. Once we turned it on the whole house smelled of gas and | refused to cook 
with it. So he change things over and install electric heat throughout. We soon had to have a new roof 
put on, which we hired out. The floors of the house sagged to the point that in some places you could 
see right outside where the wall and floor were supposed to meet. He jacked the floor up, closing off 
many little varmints route to food and warmth. Living here was a total learning experience. 


Before we even moved in we had to replace the kitchen counter top. It was probably a beautiful 
Mexican tile in its day but now the tiles were chipped and broken and all the grout was gone. It was a 
horrible, dirty mess. Once we had replaced that and the gas stove for an electric one, my next thrill was 
to have a washer and dryer. After eight years, three babies and a million diapers | now had my own 
washing machine and dryer! That was exciting! Never mind that the whole house quaked every time 
the washer spun out. It was mine! 


We still ran a clothes line across the tiny back yard and hung out the sheets and some of the laundry. At 
one point Little Laura was out there with a basket of laundry, using a step stool to reach the line. She 
was determined to do that job. While there, though, she noticed a little squirrel nearby. She slipped 
back into the house for a handful of peanuts and went back out and sat on the stool. The squirrel was 
still there watching her. She sat there so quietly forever, coaxing that little girl to come get the peanut. 
After a few sessions she had a new pet. We called her Zippy because of the quick jerky motions she 
made in grabbing the peanut and zipping away. Eventually that squirrel would climb up our jeans, sit on 
our shoulder and dig a peanut out of our jean jacket pockets. She would never allow another squirrel to 
come near us, however. Very territorial. She was around our house for the next several years that we 
lived there. 


Note: August 2023- 51 years later. 


With all three of my now adult kids visiting me Recently, | learned that Curtiss, AKA Cork, actually 
befriended and tamed Zippy . | had only witnessed Laura that one day but she knew Cork had been 
working with the squirrel for some time already. This seemed important to these nearly 60 year old kids 
so | hereby set the record straight!! 


As things got done and we were becoming more comfortable, big Curt began pulling away from us 
again. He developed a friendship with a lovely, older couple named Charles and Julia. They were so 
sweet. The kids called them Aunt Julia and Uncle Charles. Soon Curt and Charles had a little hobby of 
casting their own bullets for shooting. They started up their own business and thought they would make 
their mark in the world; C & C Casting. However, from my perspective, it just meant he was gone from 
home again since all the bullet making equipment was at Charley’s home. During these years | often 
took the kids out to Lido beach on my day off. There was a beautiful pool we could use and then we 
could walk over to the beachside water’s edge and swim in the gulf. | would take my little chair and 
maybe an umbrella and sit watching the kids and all the pretty sail boats and motorboats running across 
the panorama in front of me. How fun that would be, | dreamed. One day, chatting with Julia | 
mentioned that | was thinking it might be fun for us to get a little motorboat and enjoy a nice family 
activity like that. But there was never any money for such a frivolous thing and the idea died in the back 
of my mind. The fact was that | was still living on aspirin to quell the headaches | had daily from worry 
about money. Bill collectors found that they could reach me at work and they never let up. | didn’t 
realize until years later that | didn’t have to be polite to them. | could have hung up the phone or even 
refused to come to it. But who knew in those days? | just wasn’t raised to be rude like that. They made 
me physically sick with their threats and | was too embarrassed to talk with anyone about it. 


Somehow one day Curt became aware of the situation. He had had no inkling that things were as bad 
as they were. He said nothing to me but marched himself right down to the most offending of the local 
stores and walked right into the credit office. After getting to the manager, he took out our credit card, 


cut off each corner and told that person to shove it you know where! That’s when | learned not to 
accept any further harassing phone calls. We were doing our best. 


Well, never say never... A couple years after Kim’s accident, we, as parents of the injured child, were 
about to receive a little settlement from the city of Sarasota. Note: This was years before law suits 
became an everyday thing. we had never heard of anyone taking a city to court over an accident. We 
were thankful to be receiving anything that could help our family. My boat idea would be a great way to 
use this money and give us all a hobby that we could enjoy together. Julia got all excited, exclaiming that 
she and Charles had always had boats when their children were little. So they jumped on it, encouraging 
Curt to look into it. He liked the idea. We found a used, 19 foot Glastron motorboat with all the stuff 
needed to trailer it back and forth to the beautiful waters around Sarasota. Thus started several years of 
summer fun for our family. We would pack up the huge Igloo full of food and drinks and motor out to a 
pretty little beach that was accessible only by boat. Just up from the waters edge was a group of pine 
trees. There in the shade someone would start a nice fire in the huge pit and all day long friends would 
take turns cooking for their families. The guys would go out and race their boats while the little kids 
played near the shore and collected sand dollars. Sometimes we stayed out there till dusk when the no 
see ums would finally drive us away. We bring the boat home and everyone helped tossing out all the 
gear and hosing everything off. Tired and sun drenched we would get cleaned up and fall into bed. We 
would be up early in the morning for Church. These years probably became the best time in our 
collective lives. 


1974 kids 8, 9 and 10 Still on 6" Street. 


There was little to no time for reading at home these days. At about this time | began a routine that | 
think everyone with children should adopt. The girls were already doing a lot of the kitchen duties; like 
there was always a fresh pitcher of iced tea in the fridge when | got home from work. Did | mention that 
my children were now latch key kids? They got home from school, called me at work, and then did their 
homework and whatever until | got home a couple hours later. This was a relatively new situation in 
those days and children were still pretty safe riding their bikes home and staying in the house on their 
own. Anyway, Kim got quite a kick out of making a pitcher of tea for us and then hiding it behind the tall 
milk and pop bottles and waiting for me to wail, 


“What? No iced tea?!” Then she’d patiently find it for me and giggle. The girls, being girls, already 
seemed to enjoy preparing some parts of our dinner. | figured a boy should know his way around the 
kitchen as well. So I, decided that each week, while one of them would do the cooking, another of them 
would set and clear the table and do dishes. The third one would have a week off. Each week it rotated 
around so everyone got a week off every third week. Dinner always meant iced tea, salad, and the 
actual meal. This would be a meat with side dishes or pasta and salad or whatever. | would shop each 
week with the upcoming cook and we’d work out a menu. We started out pretty simply with some 
leftovers or hot dogs and beans or tater tots and fish sticks. Something they could easily pop into the 


oven. | must say they all turned out to be good cooks. Li’l Curt, we are no longer allowed to call him 
Corky, later put himself thru college working as a chef in an Italian restaurant. This rotating routine 
worked a couple years until their priorities shifted to after school activities. | had caught them at just the 
right time. | think the reason | began this routine was because the girls naturally seemed to take over 
some of these chores while young Curt felt exempt from them. My own brothers had felt the same way 
and all duties had fallen to my older sister and then to me. | really felt it was unfair, even to the boys of 
the family, that they didn’t know how to take care of themselves. 


But speaking of dinner, one day | was the one in the doghouse. As we moved around the dinner table to 
our seats, | picked up the wide-mouthed bottle of Kraft Italian salad dressing to dress the pretty bowl 
already on the table. As | yakked on and on about something or other, | was shaking that bottle with 
great vigor. Everyone stopped talking, their eyes grew huge, and someone finally stammered MOM, 
STOP! | stopped. | had been shaking everything in that bottle right out onto the curtains there in the 
dining room! | looked down to my left hand and saw | was holding the lid to that bottle. They like to 
remind me of this every so often. 


After this routine had been working for a while and they each enjoyed their week off, | had another 
brainstorm. It was time for all of them to learn to sew on a button. Once that was accomplished we 
moved on to greater things. They could even learn to run the sewing machine! So one fall day | 
suggested that they draw each other’s names from a bowl. Now they had to think of a gift that they 
could make for that person for Christmas. Not buy it, but make it. After a little whining and grumbling, 
and reassurances from me that | would be there to help, they all got involved in the scheme. Kids this 
age are pretty easy to manipulate. Don’t try this after age 12 or so. Here is what they made for each 
other; Laura drew Kim’s name and made for her three little pillows of calico fabric. She made a K, an |, 
and anM . She then stuffed them so they were a little puffy. They 
could be hung on the wall over her bed. This was particularly good because Kim always loved anything 
that had her name on it. Li’] Curt had Laura’s name and made a fur rug for her to put in front of her bed. 
We bought a furlike fabric and he cut out an animal design for her. Very cute. Kim had drawn Curt. He 
had recently joined the swim team at the Y so she bought white terry cloth and made him a hooded 
wrap. It was like a big towel with a hood sewn on one side. Then on the back in black material she 
sewed on the word Sharks, which was the name of the swim team. | can’t tell you the satisfaction they 
each got out of this project. Christmas morning had a whole new meaning that year. Up until then, of 
course, it had always been about ‘what do | want for Christmas’, but this changed the whole perspective. 
And it was so much fun. 


When Laura was about 8 she had begun begging for a piano. Eventually we found an upright in the 

classified ad section of the newspaper and brought it home. She began tinkering with it and made some 
pretty tunes on it, but | was a little Leary of getting into lessons until | was sure she would really want to 
practice. The last thing | was going to do was constantly nag her to practice. Also, remembering my own 
history of piano lessons where | never did learn to read notes, | wanted to be sure to get a good teacher 


who would see to it that she learned properly. Finally we found Mrs. DeLuca, a highly recommended 
teacher who was also very picky in selecting new students. She didn’t want to waste her time either. 
They were a match. Laura loved her lessons and breezed through the music books with ease. She began 
making her own versions of popular songs while learning many classical pieces for programs and 
concerts. Listening to her practice was pleasant. A far cry from what my parents must have gone 
through as | fumbled my way along memorizing each piece from sounding it out time after time. Before 
long Laura was assured and confident as she marched up in front of the room or on stage and played her 
selections for each concert. She once won a scholarship to a summer music camp at an upstate college 
to further her studies. She loved it. 


Kim’s passion these years was her Barbie dolls. Her collection grew with each passing year. At this time 
my sister was making clothes for all the girls’ dolls in the family. She must have had an assembly line 
going for all the beautiful, tiny outfits she turned out. She sent Kim and Laura lots of clothes for Barbie, 
Ken, Skipper and any other doll relatives | don’t even remember. Then Kim began building an actual 
house for her family. With plywood scraps from the shed, she put together a two story house with 
several rooms in it. Who knew she had learned so much about building while helping her dad those 
early years. She began making interior household appliances and rudimentary furniture. She created 
things like a shower stall from a small oatmeal box, cut a door into it and covered it with tin foil to be 
shiny. A double kitchen sink was formed with the use of two little bowls of a Styro-foam egg carton. 
Now we were all keeping our eyes open for anything that could be incorporated into Barbie World. The 
whole floor in the girls room was taken up with the house, cars and a swimming pool, all connected with 
building-block fences and corrals for her horses. They now had all the necessary accoutrements for a 
happy Barbie existence. Kim loved building these things and at this point she thought she would be an 
architect when she grew up. 


Meanwhile Little Curt had been going to the Y where he learned to swim like a fish. Soon he was 
spending most of his spare time with the swim team, the Sharks. He would ride his bike from school to 
the Y which was almost on the same property. He quickly progressed up their ladder into the swim 
team. He was tall and sleek and good at it. Once on the team he would work out a couple hours every 
day and then ride home again. Soon there were meets and competitions throughout the year to keep us 
all busy. And, dang, | lost one of my cooks! 


1974 brought some interesting changes to our lives, both physically, mentally and even spiritually. By 
this time the kids had been going to our local Catholic Church and school for several years. This was no 
easy feat , keeping three children in parochial school, as neither my husband nor | were anywhere near 
the top of any pay scale. | worked in a department store and up to this point he seemed to be constantly 
changing jobs and studying a new craft with, as far as | knew, very little money actually coming in. 
Anyway, that spring we had to register the children if we intended for them to come back to Saint 
Martha’s in the fall. Dutifully, | scraped together a nonexistent 45 dollars and sent in their names and 
grade levels for the fall start of school. That spring there had been a bit of a ruckus in the church as our 


most favorite priest had been caught with the organist and had been dismissed. Too bad because all the 
children, right up to the teenagers just loved him. Early that summer a new monsignor was assigned to 
take over. | must admit that by this time | was about four years into my own rebellion with the church. | 
was so sick and tired of hearing every single Sunday about how much money they needed for another 
expansion. A second, and sometimes even a third, collection for this or that. | felt compelled to make 
the weekly donation, by envelope with my name on it for their records, of course. Plus | was paying over 
a hundred dollars a month for the nine month school year for tuition. This was a ton of money to us! So 
you can imagine my shock to receive a letter in June from the church. In it we were told how much the 
tuition for each child would be this coming fall and also that it must be paid IN FULL by September 1*. It 
went on to inform us that if this new plan presented a problem we could open a MasterCard account 
and get the money. “A MasterCard?!” | screamed. “Who in their right mind would give us a 
MasterCard? We had NO credit! The letter did not say if this was a problem to contact the office or 
anything of that kind. It was just signed by the new Monsignor at the church. Now what are we 
supposed to do? 


Consequently, we simply did not send the kids back to the school. They went for one year at our district 
public school which was a magnet school for the arts although it was located in the black section of 
town. Laura loved it and soon had friends there. Her best friend’s father was a teacher at the school so | 
felt that she was pretty safe there. She soon played the piano for the band and the chorus. She is artsy 
and had no problem fitting in. Kim and Curt struggled. At one point Kim was hit in the head with a 
lunchbox by a bigger girl for not giving up a pretty pillow she had made for me in Home Economics class. 
| was horrified that a child would hit her inthe head. She complained that this whole year she had not 
learned a single thing because all the big boys just talked and walked around in class all day and made 
fun of the teachers. As a result of this fiasco, however, we learned of a school right here in Sarasota for 
gifted students. It was called Pine View School and was a public school, which meant it was free. | had 
no idea there was an accelerated school in our own town. Students here used text books from classes 
several years advanced of their own grade level. High school students studied from college level text 
books, etc. We quickly took each of them to be tested and they each were of significant IQ to be 
accepted. Next they were queried about their desire to go to an advanced school like this. Kim and Curt 
loved the idea while Laura wanted to stay where she was already in the music program and had friends. 


Before | go on, though, let me tell you the rest of the church story... 


First of all, no one ever called to see where the children were after school started that fall. Nary a word. 
But one day about five years later and after moving totally out of that parish, we received a letter from 
that church. They were having a building drive and would have an extra collection for the next few 
months! Would we be sure to include these extra collection envelopes each Sunday for this drive? | 
couldn’t believe it. How had they found us? Why hadn’t they done so when the kids didn’t show up at 
school and we still lived in their parish? Oh, | was livid. 


During these years since going to work I, too, was growing up. | had gone from my father’s house into my 
husband’s with no chance to discover who | was. | had been through some deep disillusionment along 
the way. At this point | still told myself that following that little skirmish when | took the children and 
went home to Ohio, my husband was as single minded about our union as | was. | thought he had 
changed but things were still not good with us. 


It was hard for the kids to please him. Report cards consistently showed good grades from each of 
them. Four A’s and a B grade would get a serious, mean comment about the B. | don’t know if he 
thought this would encourage them to do better or what, but they were already in unique schools and 
doing very well. | would try to compliment them on their grades and he’d get more angry, claiming that | 
was undermining his authority. It was a no win situation. They had grown fearful of him and usually just 
disappear into their rooms whenever he got home. Kim recently revealed to me, as an adult, how she 
had always feared and mistrusted him. She thought that when he did some electrical rewiring in their 
bedroom when we first moved into this house, that he was setting it up to electrocute them! For the 
most part it was just a lot more fun for all of us when their dad was not home. | didn’t think he resented 
this because he was probably having a better time where ever he was. What | learned much later was 
that he had resented having the kids at all so early in our marriage. 


|, on the other hand, was having too much fun with them. We would play loud music on the record 
player as we cleaned house on Saturdays, when | had that day off, and we just laughed and enjoyed each 
other. Young Curt and | worked for hours together doing a hooked rug. It was a large Prayer Rug of many 
colors. We’d lay out an entire row of the little yarns and then work side by side putting them in place. 
Each row took us half an hour to complete. Our kitten of the day would go bonkers playing on the floor 
with one of those little pieces of yarn. During these years we did the Brownie, Girl Scout and then the 
Cub Scout thing, but none of them had a desire to progress very far into these organizations. 


We did have some nice Holidays in our cozy little house. The stockings were adorable hanging from the 
mantle over the fireplace and the Christmas tree looked okay after having been toppled over by the cat. 
| always belonged to the Christmas Club at work and put 20 dollars into it every payday so that in 
September | received a thousand dollars from it. Otherwise there would have been no surprises on 
Christmas morning. The girls enjoyed opening gifts of pretty sweaters, accessories and the like but 
Little Curt didn’t care about opening anything soft, like it could be clothes. One year | really stumped 
him, though. There was a very large, tall box wrapped up with his name on the tag. Oh, he kept 
pleading with me to tell him what it was. Finally | had told him it was a Furple. “No, Mom. What is it, 
really?” On and on this went until Christmas Eve. We all decided that for the first time ever, we would 
each open up one gift after dinner and save the rest for the morning. Well, of course, young Curt began 
to unwrap this big box. With all the paper down around the bottom, he stood back and looked at the 
box. All it said in great big funky letters was “Furple.” He laughed and said “Of course, it’s a Furple.” 
Finally, after opening the box and digging it out, he had a fur pole with a big furry dog head on top and 


several fuzzy arms outstretched ready to hold hats, coats jeans or whatever he usually tossed to the 
floor. It wasn’t the most prized gift he received that Christmas but we all had a good time with it. 


That reminds me of another occasion. It was a day or so before Mother’s Day and Young Curt and I were 
in the car running errands or whatever. He rode along staring out the side window, lost in his own 
thoughts. Suddenly he said to himself in a rather accusing tone of voice, “I sure wrapped those flowers 
dumb.” | said What? He looked at me with big round eyes and his face turned red. “Oh, nothin’!” 


| acted like | had not really heard what he had said but, as it turned out, he had a very nicely wrapped 
selection of artificial flowers for me on that lovely Sunday morning. 


Work was always pleasant. We had a basic crew that had been around for years and there were always 
new faces as the seasons came and went. One year in the fall, Rhonda, an adorable young girl came to 
work in our department. She was very cute and a diligent worker but seemed so quiet and shy. It took 
Linda and me quite a while to loosen her up a bit. Even then she embarrassed so easily and would giggle 
and turn pink at the slightest joke. One day she told us she was getting married soon and she even 
turned pink at that very idea. After about a year and a half she and her new husband moved all the way 
to Washington State. I’m not sure exactly how it happened, but we have stayed in touch all through 
these years, even to the point of visiting each other occasionally. Funny how that works. So many other 
interesting situations arose with the new people as they passed through our department. There was 
usually a Peyton Place type of affair going on somewhere in the store that captured everyone’s attention. 

For a while, Linda and | kept a pad and pen handy, acting like we were making notes for a book 
we were writing. Several times, after an exceptionally long wait for the elevator, we would roll our eyes 
and wink as a certain couple finally emerged. Our building was only two floors tall so how long could it 
take to get up or down one flight? Guys were flirtatious and we got our share of attention from the 
bosses to the dock workers. | always shrugged them off while remaining friends with everyone. | had 
already noticed that ‘what happened in our store did not always stay in that store’. Besides, | did not 
have any desire to break my marriage vows. Nothing would be worth that. 


So the years passed; we traded in the big old cash registers and learned to use a data pin and a terminal, 
departments were moved around while some, like nursing and maternity clothes, were eliminated. One 
day sewing notions disappeared and soon toys, bikes and lawn mowers went away while other 
departments grew larger and more profitable. Linda and | had become very good friends. We had a not 
so secret bird call whistle that we used in the store to find each other. Only three or four people knew 
what it meant or that it was us doing the whistling. While riding down the escalator, I’d give the whistle 
and when she responded | would know which direction to go to catch up with her. That whistle is forty 
years old and we still use it occasionally. We very often got lunch time together and we always went 
bathing suit shopping together in the spring. We never laughed as hard as when trying on swim suits. 
We hardly ever saw each other away from the store because our lives were so different. She and Joe had 


no children while | was so busy with mine. She would have been the perfect mom, but it never 
happened for her. 


One of the most fun things in those days was the parties we had twice a year following inventory. It was 
basically impromptu. Each area of the store got done at different times in the evening and would then go 
to a designated restaurant/bar to catch up with the others and tell their horror stories of the event. The 
year that we first used data pins instead of pulling IBM tickets off the merchandise ,was so wrought with 
disasters that no one got done till daybreak. No party that year. One place that we used to gather in was 
a huge restaurant right at the end of our store parking lot. The Heidelberg was a fun place with a 
German band playing all night without a break. They just switched players and the music kept going till 
closing time . We all got up and jumped around doing the chicken dance and the polka. Being half 
Polish myself, | felt a real kinship with that music and that place. The polka was the very first dance | had 
ever learned as a little girl. My father had taught me to do it at many weddings. When my crowd was 
leaving | always felt a real desire to stay longer and listen to the music. The Heidelberg was actually 
between the store and my house, just three short blocks away. | decided one evening after work to slip 
in there on my own and just listen to the oom paa paa for a bit. | sat at the very end of a little hidden 
bar area and watched the band as they obviously enjoyed themselves up on their raised stage in the 
middle of the circular dance floor. | just had to smile. In our life together, Curt and | had really had no 
dancing . Yes, we met roller skating and we did all those dance numbers very well on skates, but there 
was no more skating for us once we moved to Florida. And aside from our wedding reception there had 
been no actual dancing either. There was music at the store parties each year but for one reason or 
another we never really danced together even then. Anyway, | was totally absorbed in watching 
everyone when | felt a tap on my shoulder. Looking around, an older gentleman smiled at me and 
wiggled his finger in a motion describing dancing on the floor. He raised his eyebrows in a questioning 
way. | said Sure with a nod of my head and we were off. He was a great dancer. We spun around the 
floor and around the band’s podium and they all nodded and smiled. | was exhilarated. Out of breath 
and laughing, he returned me to my seat and left. A little while later the whole process was repeated 
with no conversation between us. Finally | had to leave for home. | was amazed to realize how well | 
could dance with a stranger and how much | loved dancing! An awakening was taking place. 


| was back at the Heidelberg a few nights later enjoying the feel and the sound all over again. The same 
old man came by and before long | realized that he did not speak English. It didn’t matter. He could 
dance. Soon members of the band began to come sit with me as they had their individual breaks. It was 
fun to get to know them. Some of them didn’t even know how to dance. | thought that was funny since 
they played the music so well. One of the fellows was really cute, younger than most of them. We got 
along too well. We exchanged all our vital information and were really attracted to each other. We 
could have gotten into trouble together very easily. I’d never done anything like that but was beginning 
to see how it could happen. He was ona second marriage and didn’t want to jeopardize it with a fling. 


Luckily he lived quite a distance away. Then one evening as | entered the Heidelberg, the whole band 
began to play something like a wedding march while one of them announced on the mike: and here is 
so and so’s other wife! Oh my gosh, | decided. | better not come here any more, this has become too 
obvious. And that was the end of that... but the beginning of my love of dancing. 


We had all been enjoying the motor boat all during these years. We saw fireworks from out in the water 
on holidays and a few times took nighttime rides in the quiet Intercoastal waters. | especially enjoyed 
the slow tours up and down canals where the rich and famous lived. Then one winter the boat was gone 
for a month or so. When | asked Curt where it was. He said he was getting some repair work done so it 
would be good next summer. Well, his repair work was to have the transom built up to hold a much 
more powerful motor on the back. A motor that was really too big for the boat. He always had the need 
to be the biggest, the fastest and the best. That summer he made that boat fly. Literally. He would trail 
behind a large ship and then fly up and over its wake. He would have the entire boat, motor and 
propeller clear up out of the water. After one such experience for me, | knew | could Not allow the kids 
to go riding with him while | sat with other moms under the trees. One false landing and someone could 
have a broken back or neck. Or worse. Consequently, it wasn’t long before our interest in boating 
waned. It had become scary and was no longer enjoyable. The next summer the boat sat in the side 
yard, untouched. Everyone had moved on to other activities. But, we had met some really nice folks 
and had some great times while it lasted. 


1974 (Kids Ages, 8, 9 and 10) to 1976 


There was little to no time for reading at home these days. At about this time | began a routine that | 
think everyone with children should adopt. The girls were already doing a lot of the kitchen duties; like 
there was always a fresh pitcher of iced tea in the fridge when | got home from work. Did | mention that 
my children were now latch key kids? They got home from school, called me at work, and then did their 
homework and whatever until | got home a couple hours later. This was a relatively new situation in 
those days and children were still pretty safe riding their bikes home and staying in the house on their 
own. Anyway, Kim got quite a kick out of making a pitcher of tea for us and then hiding it behind the tall 
milk and pop bottles and waiting for me to wail, “What? No iced tea?!” Then she’d patiently find it for 
me and giggle. The girls, being girls, already seemed to enjoy preparing some parts of our dinner. | 
figured a boy should know his way around the kitchen as well. So |, decided that each week, while one 
of them would do the cooking, another of them would set and clear the table and do dishes. The third 
one would have a week off. Each week it rotated around so everyone got a week off every third week. 
Dinner always meant iced tea, salad, and the actual meal. This would be a meat with side dishes or 
pasta and salad or whatever. | would shop each week with the upcoming cook and we’d work out a 
menu. We started out pretty simply with some leftovers or hot dogs and beans or tater tots and fish 
sticks. Something they could easily pop into the oven. | must say they all turned out to be good cooks. 
Young Curt, we are no longer allowed to call him Corky, later put himself thru college working as a chef in 
an Italian restaurant. This rotating routine worked a couple years until their priorities shifted to after 


school activities. | had caught them at just the right time. | think the reason | began this routine was 
because the girls naturally seemed to take over some of these chores while young Curt felt exempt from 
them. My own brothers had felt the same way and all duties had fallen to my older sister and then to 
me. | really felt it was unfair, even to the boys of the family, that they didn’t know how to take care of 
themselves. 


But speaking of dinner, one day | was the one in the doghouse. As we moved around the dinner table to 
our seats, | picked up the wide-mouthed bottle of Kraft Italian salad dressing to dress the pretty bowl 
already on the table. As | yakked on and on about something or other, | was shaking that bottle with 
great vigor. Everyone stopped talking, their eyes grew huge, and someone finally stammered MOM, 
STOP! | stopped. | had been shaking everything in that bottle right out onto the curtains there in the 
dining room! | looked down to my left hand and saw | was holding the lid to that bottle. They like to 
remind me of this every so often. 


After this routine had been working for quite a while and they each enjoyed their week off, | had another 
brainstorm. It was time for all of them to learn to sew on a button. Once that was accomplished my 
thoughts moved on to greater things. They could even learn to run the sewing machine! So one fall day 
| suggested that they draw each other’s names from a bowl. Now they had to think of a gift that they 
could make for that person for Christmas. Not buy it, but make it. After a little whining and grumbling, 
and reassurances from me that | would be there to help, they all got involved in the scheme. Kids this 
age are pretty easy to manipulate. Don’t try this after age 12 or so. Here is what they made for each 
other; Laura drew Kim’s name and made for her three little pillows of calico fabric. She made a K, an |, 
and anM . She then stuffed them so they were a little puffy. They 
could be hung on the wall over her bed. This was particularly good because Kim always loved anything 
that had her name on it. Li’] Curt had Laura’s name and made a fur rug for her to put in front of her bed. 
We bought a furlike fabric and he cut out an animal design for her. Very cute. Kim had drawn Curt. He 
had recently joined the swim team at the Y so she bought white terry cloth and made him a hooded 
wrap. It was like a big towel with a hood sewn on one side. Then on the back in black material she 
sewed on the word Sharks, which was the name of the swim team. | can’t tell you the satisfaction they 
each got out of this project. Christmas morning had a whole new meaning that year. Up until then, of 
course, it had always been about ‘what do | want for Christmas’, but this changed their whole 
perspective. And it was so much fun. 


When Laura was about 8 she began begging for a piano. Eventually we found an upright in the classified 
ad section of the newspaper and brought it home. She began tinkering with it and made some pretty 
tunes on it, but | was a little Leary of getting into lessons until | was sure she would really want to 
practice. The last thing | was going to do was constantly nag her to practice. Also, remembering my own 
history of piano lessons where | never did learn to read notes, | wanted to be sure to get a good teacher 
who would see to it that she learned properly. Finally we found Mrs. DeLuca, a highly recommended 
teacher who was also very picky in selecting new students. She didn’t want to waste her time either. 
They were a match. Laura loved her lessons and breezed through the music books with ease. She began 


making her own versions of popular songs while learning many classical pieces for programs and 
concerts. Listening to her practice was a pleasant experience. A far cry from what my parents must have 
gone through as | fumbled my way along memorizing each piece from sounding it out time after time. 
Before long Laura was assured and confident as she marched up in front of the room or on stage and 
played her selections for each concert. She once won a scholarship to a summer music camp at an 
upstate college to further her studies. She loved it. 


Kim’s passion these days was her Barbie dolls. Her collection grew with each passing year. At this time 
my sister was making clothes for all the girls’ dolls in the family. She must have had an assembly line 
going for all the beautiful, tiny outfits she turned out. She sent Kim and Laura lots of clothes for Barbie, 
Ken, Skipper and any other doll relatives | don’t even remember. Then Kim began building an actual 
house for her family. With plywood scraps from the shed, she put together a two story house with 
several rooms in it. Who knew she had learned so much about building while helping her dad those 
early years. She began making interior household appliances and rudimentary furniture. She created 
things like a shower stall from a small oatmeal box, cut a door into it and covered it with tin foil to be 
shiny. A double kitchen sink was formed with the use of two little bowls of a Styro foam egg carton. 
Now we were all keeping our eyes open for anything that could be incorporated into Barbie World. The 
whole floor in the girls room was taken up with the house, cars and a swimming pool, all connected with 
building block fences and corrals for her horses. They now had all the necessary accoutrements for a 
happy Barbie existence. Kim loved building these things and at this point she thought she would be an 
architect when she grew up. 


Meanwhile young Curt had been going to the Y where he learned to swim like a fish. Soon he was 
spending most of his spare time with the swim team, the Sharks. He would ride his bike from school to 
the Y which was almost on the same property. He quickly progressed up their ladder into the swim 
team. He was tall and sleek and good at it. Once he joined the team he would work out a couple hours 
every day and then ride home again. Soon there were meets and competitions throughout the year to 
keep us all busy. And, dang, | lost one of my cooks! 


1974. Morris Street Kids 10, 11 and 12. 


That spring Curt lost his Grandmother. As a result, he fully inherited the house he and Grandpa had 
built in Port Charlotte. We sold it, along with our little Soanish house on 6 street. We purchased a lovely 
concrete block house with a white barrel tile roof at 1936 Morris Street in Sarasota. When Curt saw that 
roof he told me not to even copy that realtor’s phone number down as it would be way out of our range. 
But | did it anyway. It looked so elegant and was only about two miles from my work downtown. Our 


house on 6" street had cost 11,000 dollars and our payments were 88 bucks a month. We got all that 
money back, and then some, when we sold it. This one was 38,000, so we were really moving up. 


Our new street was just one block long with grassy front yards, sidewalks and curbs. The neighborhood 
was so similar to that of my childhood that | was immediately comfortable there. Oh what a relief it was 
to have Concrete walls and terrazzo floors. We could keep the pesky varmints out. And air conditioning 
throughout! | had been in Florida for 14 years now and finally had AC, three bedrooms and two 
bathrooms. This was heaven. We held out some of the money from the sale of those two houses for 
some badly needed furniture and put down new carpeting and Armstrong rolled flooring before moving 
in. We selected for the kitchen and dining areas, a gold brick print linoleum while the living area had a 
plush chocolate brown carpet. They were so pretty together. The girls rooms got a shag tri colored 
carpet in green and white with a splash of yellow in it. It was soft and pretty and lightened up the two 
bedrooms. We left the terrazzo floor in the master bedroom as it was, for the time being. 


Our plan was to quickly add to the entire rear of the house with a larger master bedroom, a family room 
and a two car garage to hold the boat and whatever. Yes, we still had the boat at this point even though 
it was hardly ever used. There was already a single garage at the front of the house but we planned for 
the day when the kids would be driving. Curt would do most of the labor so we just needed to buy the 
materials. For now the girls doubled up and Lil Curt finally had a real room to himself. When moving day 
came we solicited the help of some of my friends from work. One of my fondest memories is when the 
piano arrived at the new house. Down the street came a pickup truck with several guys in the back of it, 
one of them gaily playing a tune on the piano while the others sang noisily. What a wonderful day that 
was. We were all settled in just in time for the Summer Olympics to begin. | remember us all gathered 
in our new living room watching the TV for those two weeks. Not very many things could draw a family 
all together like that. Later that fall was the airing of James Mitchner’s Centennial, which also brought us 
all together for several evenings of popcorn and soda . 


One day while everyone was at school and work | was home with a project. | was painting the long wall 
that ran from the living room to the end of the dining room. No big deal, | have always had a project or 
two going on. We had accumulated two large, ugly, old credenzas which were actually in the way of my 
job. But | decided they would be much easier to use than a ladder. They were perfect. | could just stand 
on top of them and step from one to the other. With a bit of a space between them to give me a longer 
work area, | threw a plastic drop cloth over the whole work space and got busy. Now bear in mind that 
| am using off white paint and we have a brand new chocolate brown carpet. Yep. 


| am working away, my paints on one credenza, | am standing on the other credenza. Suddenly the paint 
has tipped over between the two pieces. Oh No! | jumped down. Gathered up all the corners of the 
drop cloth and ran out into the back yard. | was holding a big balloon of paint. My heart was pounding, 
and now what? Stand here all day with a bag o paint? Eventually | poked a hole in the plastic sheet and 


let the paint run into another container. | finished the wall that afternoon and everyone loved it. | didn’t 
tell anyone about that little fiasco. Mums the word. 


By Christmas time we had purchased some new furniture. The old credenzas were relegated to the 
garage for storage space. My most prized possession was the new Drexel dining room. | simply fell in 
love with this beautiful pecan parson’s table and six chairs. The China cabinet is fabulous with its three 
glass doors, lights, felt lined silverware drawer and beautiful cabinetry. Out with the Formica tabletop 
with steel legs and matching chairs with orange cushion seats! My store had this furniture way on sale, 
plus | got my employee discount. | could not refuse. | was able to find the credenza to this set at 
another store and completed my dining room. Now, over 45 years later, | still love that furniture. 


That Christmas we had our first party in the new house. In fact, it was our first party ever. | was so 
happy to share our good fortune with everyone. | wore a beautiful black satin palazzo jumpsuit that had 
a gorgeous diamond studded (sure) anchor pin right at the bottom of the deep V neckline. | felt slim and 
pretty and wonderful as | flitted around playing hostess to my friends. We played silly games and 
laughed a lot. It was a magical evening. 


In January work started on the addition to the house. We dug footers and concrete was poured. Then 
we realized that the sidewalk that went around one side of the house would have to be removed at 
some point to pour the new garage floor. But wait! Those sidewalk slabs over there would make a 
perfect patio over here! It would have to be chopped up or moved in just a few days anyway. It seemed 
like a simple enough idea. So we began trying to move one of these slabs. We dug, we pried, we 
grunted and we sweat. Finally, one section began to wiggle a bit in its comfy nesting place. Little did we 
know it was six or seven inches thick and each section weighed a couple tons. Or so it seemed. 
Eventually we would get one on a round log, push and shove, grunt and groan and say a few words until 
it was on two logs. Then we could begin to roll it along, very slowly, across the footer we had already 
dug and over to where the new patio will be. Then on to the next section. Each evening, after work, for 
a whole week we strung up lights and dug in. There were six slabs of walkway to be moved. We placed 
them side by side in their new location. | don’t know how he did it but Curt leveled them perfectly, and 
formed a nice wide patio. Phew! Are we having fun yet? 


The block walls went up with Big Curt assisting the professional mason. Now we have a 35 by 16 foot 
enclosed slab of concrete right outside of the three sliding glass doors. Inside the doors, the brand new 
carpet innocently awaits disaster. 


And then the rains came! Oh goody. No roof on this slab and it seems to tilt just a teeny bit toward the 
living room. The rafters are ordered but they’re not here yet. We all join in sweeping, sopping and 
wringing out. We even used a rolling pin! One of us pressed and rolled the water toward the new 


concrete and another quickly swept it away. Thank goodness this only happened two or three times 
before the roof got finished. 


Roof?? Did someone mention the roof? That was fun also. | am sitting on the top edge of the house 
where we had moved some of the barrel tiles out of the way. | am holding one end of a 26 or 30 foot 
rafter while my husband is placing the other end on the block wall opposite me. Thank goodness he 
knows what he is doing and insists that everything must be perfectly plumb and proper before he will be 
satisfied with it. But what the heck am | doing up here? Soon the rafters are done and we're laying 
sheets of plywood from a big stack at the far end of the roof. He has electric saws and all sorts of tools 
up here around us. Now the roof is nearly covered with wood. Oh good, no more rain inside. Rejoice! 
But what the heck is Young Curt doing up here with his skateboard! Just laughing and having fun. Well, 
it IS a flat roof, but there are no railings on it! Good grief. Three or four more sheets to go. The guy is 
down there in the yard with his hot and smelly tar baby ready to go to work. Curt heaves a sigh of relief. 
Done. But, Curt, where is the access hole you kept talking about, you know, for getting up here from 
inside? He blanches. Oh geez, here go the saws again. They can start the tar at that end and we’ll get 
this done so they can seal it in properly. | just love these little projects. Give me a can of paint anytime. 


Before long it was time to move into the new addition. The master bedroom was built to accommodate 
the king size bed. This whole L part of the room was on a raised platform with a pretty little window 
behind each night stand lamp. We now had a roomy walk in closet and plenty of room for furniture. 
Where the window had been for the second bathroom was now a doorway to this new bedroom. Pretty 
louvered bi fold doors were hung here and on the new closet doorway. It was all wonderful. Now each 
of the kids could have their own rooms. They were excited to have new furniture and off we went to 
pick some out. Young Curt wasn’t too interested, or couldn’t make such a decision at 11 years old, so 
we bought him a dark brown, simple design set. The girls, however, just loved the feminine pieces by 
Burlington. They were creamy white with lattice work above the dresser mirrors. Pretty little flowers 
were painted here and there on each piece. They each had a triple dresser, a night stand and headboard 
in their rooms that was perfect with the green, yellow and white carpeting. | was surprised that they 
each selected the same style because the girls are so very different from each other. There was one 
unexpected, unhappy drawback to all this new furniture; their old stuff, including that multicolored ten 
drawer dresser | had so enjoyed working on, was sold. When the girls realized that they had given it all 
up they were very upset. | hadn’t known how attached they were to it either. Later, when Kim had her 
own two boys, she went back to the unfinished wood furniture for them. 


A funny thing happened on the way to Thanksgiving dinner that first year in this kitchen. The oven was 
built in at eye level with cabinet space below. This was a new thing to me and probably had nothing to 
do with this story but nevertheless... 


| had prepared a lovely turkey for our dinner. By 6 that morning | had already made the dressing and 
stuffed old Tom Turkey and had slipped it into that rather high, wall oven. | moved on to other 


preparations. Later, with everyone bustling around, | pulled it out and carefully set it on the stovetop. 
Hey! Someone shouted. That bird has no legs! What’s up with that? Oh my gosh, it was very weird. 
The bird was cooked upside down! Everyone got a kick out of that and ribbed me all day long. 


One summer we rented a chalet in Maggie Valley North Carolina for a week. We had a grand time. It 
started out pretty rough but we all survived. Packed and ready to go at 4:30 one morning, Curt suddenly 
realized that he meant to install a cruise control in the newer Vista Cruiser station wagon that we had 
recently bought. What?! Now?! Its 4 o'clock in the morning! Yep. That’s what he wants. Then, he 
must pack all his stereo gear, big speakers and all into the wagon. But | thought the wagon was for the 
kids to have some room! Nope, they can sit in their seats like everyone else. Oh brother. We arrive at 
our chalet and it is fantastic. A really pretty tri level built into the mountain. The kids and | spend the 
week horseback riding and going to the top of the mountain to the amusement park “Ghost Town in the 
Sky” and generally having fun. Big Curt practically ignored us as he busied himself communing with 
nature in the creek at the foot of the yard. He rearranged every stone out there. On our last day there 
he did go with me to a dance hall to watch the clogging and all. He hadn’t listen to any of his precious 
music all week. And just before we left for home a great rain storm came and put all the rocks back 
where they were supposed to be! 


My kids were growing up. They were as tall as me. The girls could wear my dresses already. That was a 
shock. When Young Curt was invited to Cotillion we were faced with the problem of getting a suit. At 
13 he was over six feet tall and very slim. | feared it would cost a year’s wages to fit him into a suit that 
then would fit only a few months. So | decided | would make him one while on my two week vacation. | 
loved sewing. It was getting a little difficult by now because my eyes were not as sharp as they used to 
be but this would be my crowning achievement. Young Curt could wear boy's size 12 shorts and shirts 
but the length was a problem. | bought a pattern and by adding six inches to the torso, the sleeves, and 
the legs, | proceeded to cut out the suit. Each day after school he had a fitting and the next day | sewed 
as far as | could before requiring another fitting. The suit looked great on him and the dance a success. 
This was my final achievement. The end of an era for me, but life goes on. 


One year we bought a new piano for Laura. With the advent of a family room we now had the perfect 
spot in the front room for a larger one. We found a refurbished, ebony, baby grand and had it delivered. 
She was thrilled. In these past few years of lessons she really seemed to blossom. The years she 
attended the artsy magnet school, Booker, she played for the band and the orchestra and was in her 
glory. But now things were changing a bit. She no longer wanted to play when other people were 
around. Her Dad would always tell her to play something and she would resist. During the day she 
would play forever until she saw his car arrive home. Then she’d disappear into her room. Things had 
not changed much from when they were little. But of the three children, Laura was the most outspoken. 


She was the one to argue with him and she began to question him on some points and tell him when this 
or that was incorrect. Of course he would get mad and insist that he could say anything and as far as she 
was concerned, that was how it was. One time we were all in the car when something came up. As 
usual, Curt made some sort of dictate. | remember that | didn’t agree with it but | didn’t say anything, 
just to keep the peace. Laura piped up that what he said was not right. After a few exchanges he told 
her she could just get out and walk home if that’s how she felt. She replied with a simple “Stop the car.” 
He did, and she did. She often wondered what he was doing with this family because he wasn’t like any 
of the rest of us. He didn’t belong and much later she would ask me why | even liked him. | wasn’t liking 
him very much either by then. 


Time moved on. The kids very rarely had any of their friends over because they had been embarrassed 
by him every time anyone was visiting. He just had to show his superiority. Young Curt rode his bike 
back and forth to school and to swim practice most days and wasn’t around very much. He was quiet 
and seldom spoke with his dad, probably for fear of starting something. He was a sensitive child whose 
eyes would tear up if he thought he had done anything wrong. Now, as a teen ager, he was serious 
about his studies and wanted the approval of his father. But still it seemed that no matter how good or 
smart they were, there was always something to be criticized. Big Curt never harmed any of us 
physically, but after many years | finally recognized the mental abuse we were subjected to all that time. 
When Laura did wonderfully at an important piano recital, his comment was that she came from good 
stock, meaning all her talents had come from him! Instead of taking pleasure from his family’s 
achievements he seemed to need the credit for everything. Except for the fact that he was hardly ever 
around, | am surprised we lasted together as long as we did. | didn’t know how all this anger developed 
over the years and it was hard to realize how he had changed from the sweet, attentive boyfriend | had 
fallen in love with. 


In early 1980 Kim got her driving license and they had the 68 Malibu to run around in. Yep, that same 
car Big Curt had driven home without my knowledge of our purchasing it. They were 14,15,and 16 and 
pretty independent by now. 


Big Curt had pulled away from us nearly completely. He spent hours at the gym and more hours with 
his study group learning some alternative religion. Or, so he said. When he was around, he wore a 
headset with music pounding from it so there could be no conversation. | woke up many nights to find 
him sitting at the dining room table staring into a candle. | would ask him to tell me about this new 
spiritual education but he didn’t want to share it. He acted like it would be beyond my comprehension 
and not worth his while to talk with me about it. 


Finally | signed up and began the classes he was involved with and found it quite interesting. It led me to 
a greater understanding of my life and the world around me, but it didn’t bring us any closer. | hada 
definite feeling that he had something going on with someone in the classes already. One day at the end 


of one of my classes, with everyone either laying down or just stirring from a tranquil meditation, | 
overheard my teacher chatting with other ladies who had been studying with her for years. They were 
obviously all friends. She was wondering if she should keep her married name after her pending divorce 
came through, or should she go back to her maiden name. When she mentioned her maiden name the 
hair on the back of my neck suddenly stood on end. This was the very same woman who had called our 
house in Bradenton back in ‘66. OMG what has been going on?! | was so shocked that everything 
turned black while this registered with me. | don’t know if | passed out for a bit or what but | just lay 
there stunned for the rest of the period. | did not mention this to my husband, what would be the use? 


One day some time afterward, | was sitting on the patio swing browsing through a magazine. My mind 
drifted back to that year in Bradenton, nearly a dozen years earlier. Many, many thoughts came up: the 
kids and how cute they were, Little Curt as a newborn and his first year of life, our cat Scamp whom we 
lost that year, my anxiety over Curt never being home, the kids and | flying to Ohio for the holidays, and 
so much more. All things | had not remembered in over a decade. After a long while it dawned on me 
that | had totally blocked that entire year from my mind. In over 12 years, | had never had one thought 
of that year. | understand now that is part of post traumatic stress Syndrome. Once we had moved to 
Sarasota | had made myself believe everything had gone back to the original feelings between my 
husband and myself. Dear Lord, now what? Where do we go from here? 


As the 80s rolled in | was totally disgruntled with my body. | had always been irregular in my monthly 
periods and now was dealing with problems nearly every single day. Upon visiting my doctor, | learned 
that | had early signs of endometriosis and | would probably end up with a hysterectomy in 15 years or 
so, so | asked him why | had to wait. Couldn’t I just have it now and be rid of all this mess. He told me 
he couldn’t suggest it but if | wanted it he would do it. He said he didn’t want to be accused of putting 
anyone under the knife. | said “Let’s do it!” So before long that was taken care of and | must say, it was 
the best decision of my life up to that point. | had also talked recently with a plastic surgeon about 
reducing the size of my boobs but that was considered an elective surgery and was therefore much too 
expensive. | hated that | couldn’t wear cute little tops while the rest of my body was so slim. Oh well, 
such is life. 


| was still working at Maas Brothers and enjoying every minute of it. | remember that sometimes as | 
walked across the parking lot in the mornings heading for the employee door, | would think of how lucky 
| was to enjoy my job so much. Not everyone is so fortunate that they actually like where they work. 
Over the years | began to move into different departments of the store and liked the variety involved 
with each move. When | first started working there the kids were babies. Several times | was asked to 
go into the company’s management program and | turned it down each time because | felt my place was 
with the kids if and when they needed me at home during those early years. As it happened, in all those 


years | took only about two days off for them. It was when they had chicken pox and their nursery 
couldn’t have them stay there. Then, when they were older, the store had taken the position of hiring 
new management only right from college. No longer promoting from within. This meant that all of us 
who had been working for many years got to train these new kids who made twice our salary. Well, | 
figured, just as well. | had watched these past years as one employee after another went into 
management, burned out with the excessive hours poured on them, and then quit entirely. This way, as 
a peon, | worked close to home with very little stress for 27 years and enjoyed all of it. 


we now had a house full of tall, healthy teens and | suddenly took it upon myself to look for some other 
mode of transport for us. Curt was ‘too busy’ to get into itso! bought a beautiful Chevy custom van. It 
had four captain’s chairs, a sink and a table, plus a sofa bed in the back. Now, by golly, they will have 
room to move around on those long trips to Ohio. And no huge stereo speakers allowed in MY van! For 
some subliminal reason | had this vehicle registered in my name only. It was time to assure that | 
established my own credit. Everyone looked forward to the Christmas trip this year and part of the kid’s 
preparation was to totally decorate the inside of the van with holiday lights. It was so festive and fun. | 
was beginning to assert myself in our relationship but as far as | know, Curt didn’t even notice. 


That summer | drove, by myself, to Georgia where | met my brother, Mick, at an old girlfriend’s house in 
downtown Atlanta. This was quite an accomplishment for me. | had been told for so many years, by you 
know who, that | couldn’t find my way out of a wet paper bag. Well, if anyone is paying attention, look 
at me now. | drove off the interstate, into Atlanta proper, and eventually found my way to her address. 
Mick and | went to Colorado Springs for some books and furnishings he had stored out there when he 
thought he would be moving to that area. The highlight of this trip was when we went white water 
rafting down the Arkansas River. It was fantastic. We pulled into state parks most evenings and Mick 
would softly play his guitar and sing a few tunes in the quiet of night. It was such a terrific trip. When | 
got back home and tallied up my horrific gas receipts | decided to trade the van off for a smaller car. It 
had served its purpose for a couple years and now the kids seldom rode with us anyway. | traded my 
huge luxury van in for a little white Toyota Celica. What fun! | put gas into it every other week instead of 
every other day. This was heaven. Then, within the next couple of weeks | purchased an older Dodge 
Omni for young Curtiss to run around in and, also an older little green Dotson that we called ‘the turtle’ 
for Kim to run back and forth to college in Gainesville. It took half a mile to get up to speed but it usually 
got her home and back. But, talk about independence! | am not sure Curt was even aware of all these 
transactions. 


Oh. What ever happened to that 68 Malibu, you ask! Well, | let my niece borrow it when she was in 
Florida visiting her Mother in law who was very ill in a Tampa hospital. It was stolen from the parking 
lot, found weeks later in bad condition, and | settled with my insurance company rather than keep it. So 
sad. 


One summer in the early 80s, my good friend Kathi and | took a motor trip to Georgia and North 
Carolina. Now this was really showing my new independence. Taking off with a girlfriend, no kids and 
no husband. Again, | don’t know if he knew | was gone. We had a wonderful time visiting friends in 
Tuxedo, Georgia. and then on to the Pisgah view Dude Ranch up on the mountainside near Asheville. 
We shared a cabin in the woods, rode horses and learned a little clogging. Not to mention the wonderful 
ranch type food served daily. 


After several days roughing it at the ranch we stayed a few days at the Asheville Hilton to show we had 
class. One evening while there we dressed in our best slacks and pretty tops for dinner in the lovely 
dining room. We had an elegant meal and our server suggested we take our coffee out on the veranda, 
if we’d like. We shared a little table and he brought our coffee as we gazed out over the magnificently 
terraced lawn and surrounding mountains. Relaxing with one leg crossed over the other, we chatted 
amiably about the fun we had experienced at the ranch. Then Kathi quietly and seriously commented; 
love your sock, Gail.” My sock? What sock? | wondered as | look down at my crossed leg and gently 


a 


moving foot. Oh My Gosh! My knee hi stocking is down around my shoe and swinging in the breeze! | 
think we have never laughed so hard in our lives. 


Our next stop was in Gatlinburg where Kathi had made a reservation for a room right along the strip. 
We stepped into the semidark room and walked right through it to the wide porch out back. Down 
below was a pretty gurgling brook. Moving back inside we noticed a large corner fireplace ready to be 
lit. In the bathroom was a huge hot tub. We just stood there, looked at each other, and said, What the 
heck am | doing here with YOU? Some day we would each come back with a boyfriend or husband. 
She, in fact, did get married at Gatlinburg some years later. 


Around 1982 | began working in the credit office at my store. This | really loved. It was similar to being a 
bank teller, handling money, opening accounts, solving billing problems, selling tickets to area functions 
and cashing checks for the whole town. The ladies | worked with were fun and all got along well. But, 
one day at lunch time when only one girl was on duty, our office was robbed by ‘the gypsies’ of 14,000 
dollars. Oh what a dither everyone was in. But that office was so insecure that it was inevitable. Within 
a year we had a new location and super thick Plexi glass, along with cameras watching everything. It was 
still fun working with Bettie and Sharman along with all the other temporary help. All these years one of 
our favorite things was to go across the street to the Main Bar and Sandwich Shop for their “Our Famous 
Italian” sandwich. No where in the world will you find such a good lunch and my mouth waters just 
thinking about it. It is still there and the sandwich has not changed in over 50 years. 


Kim was away at college and Laura was going to the local community college. Young Curt was very busy 
with hi school and the swim team. Things were progressing, albeit negatively, with the elder Curt and 
me. That Thanksgiving of ’82 he told me he wanted to go away alone for the four days he had off work. 
He wanted to go to Ocala National Park and ‘commune with nature’. | simply told him he had better talk 
that over with the kids. They got upset that he wouldn’t even be there for dinner on Thanksgiving and 
so we resigned ourselves to have it very early in the day and then he took off for a long week end. A 
couple weeks later | learned that the Harlem Globetrotters were coming to town. Knowing how much 
we all enjoyed their antics, | purchased tickets for all of us to see them during the Christmas break. | felt 
this would be a great thing for young Curt and his Dad to do together since young curt was playing 
basketball for his school. How did that play out? Well, Big Curt had other plans for his vacation and they 
did not include family. 


One day | engaged him in a conversation about our relationship. What is happening with us? What 
happened to all that wonderful sex we used to enjoy? | had begun to convince myself that maybe 
something was physically wrong with him and offered to go to the doctor with him to see about it. | still 
refused to admit to myself that he had anything going on with anyone else. He had no answer for me 
and he didn’t need to go to the doctor. End of conversation. 


Well, almost. As we talked in the privacy of the bedroom that afternoon, | happened to notice that he 
was not wearing his wedding ring. | asked him where his ring was. Why was he not wearing his ring, | 
inquired. He mumbled something about it being too tight. | quite calmly looked at him, took off my 
rings and declared that | didn’t need to wear them either. | put my white gold rings with the nice 
solitaire diamond into a little dish beside the bed and never saw them again. The bloke had the nerve to 
take them. 


So we all, minus their dad, went to the Globe Trotters show and Kathi used his ticket on the Wednesday 
night between Christmas and New Years Eve of 1982. After that really fun exhibition Laura and young 
Curt went off with friends while Kathi took me and Kim to a nice little night club she knew of. We met 
some of her friends and enjoyed a drink and some great music. Neither Kim nor Kathi were much on 
dancing but | thoroughly enjoyed myself with a freedom | had not felt in my whole life. The Rain Forrest 
was part of a golf community called Forrest Lakes. The clientele was 40 and older and the live music was 
not as loud as in many clubs. It was just a wonderful place; | was so excited and had such a marvelous 
time. | adored dancing and everyone there danced. They asked me to dance. They listened to me when 
we talked. They liked me! They thought | was nice and wanted me to come back another time. This was 
revolutionary. | hoped Kathi would want to go back again soon. From that point on I was no longer 
concerned about what big Curt was up to or how he felt. | had spent my last night wandering around the 
house at 3 inthe morning wondering where he was. | didn’t know where my life would take me but it 
had to be better than where I’d been these last years. And now I would be in charge of it. Waa hoo! 


As 1983 rolled around | came into my own. My life was so much more free and easy. | loved dancing at 
the Rain Forest and went out about three nights a week. The music played from 7 to 11 and often | was 
there the whole time. Inevitably, | met someone of interest who made me feel good about myself. | 
didn’t want anything serious when I was just beginning to have fun. This fellow had a long time 
girlfriend already who lived in another town so he was available only during the week. This was fine 
with me. At some point during this year | realized | could get into a sticky situation, since | was still 
married legally, and | went and got a second job to take up my slack time. | was so happy to be free that 
my energy levels were thru the roof. | didn’t need sleep, | needed to be busy. | began working at A C 
Nielson TV Ratings in an office right across the street from my work at Maas Brothers. l’d leave work, 
have a sandwich, and go to work there until sometimes 2 am. Then go to work the next morning again. 
All of it was fun. And still | had a night or two for dancing. | lost weight and was very fit with all that 
exercising. 


Big Curt still lived at the house but we hardly ever saw each other. He seemed perfectly happy with this 
arrangement. Along about September we talked one day and somehow he suggested that we take some 
time away, together, to decide what we wanted to do with the rest of our lives. We went to Orlando to 
Church Street Station for a few days. | actually had a marvelous time with him in all the night clubs. He 
even went with me to the country western one and watched clogging and seemed to enjoy the music. | 
was surprised at this because he had always scoffed at any country music. Now it seemed he was staying 
there just for me. The last morning we sat at a lovely restaurant having breakfast and he asked me what 
| wanted to do. | replied very directly: “Oh,I’m done. | want a divorce.” He agreed and we started 
proceedings when we got home. 


| found a downtown lawyer and he didn’t bother with one. We sat with drinks at a restaurant with a 
yellow legal pad and divided things up. We took that to the lawyer and settled a few other points. The 
lawyer wanted me to do things like take the whole house and ask for alimony and get into all sorts of 
haggling. I in my innocence, and ignorance, blithely refused. | insisted that we had both worked 20 
years for all we had and we would divide evenly at this point. The kids would all be 18 and older by the 
time this would happen so there was no question of child support. Big Curt assured me that he would 
be there for them if they needed anything in the future. | took him at his word. My mistake. 


The lawyer asked him where he was living. When he said at the house he was told that he’d have to 
move out right away. | think that’s when it finally hit him that this was happening. | was to stay in the 
house while the kids needed a place to come home to, while still in school. Then, later, we could sell it 
or buy one or the other out. Curt agreed that he would construct an apartment in the larger garage area 
so | could rent it out and be able to afford the house payments. He agreed, but that didn’t mean 
anything either. | should have made, or allowed, the lawyer to put that all in the decree. Dumb. As it 
turned out he never did build an apartment within the garages that we had. In those years he was 


totally unavailable to the kids. Young Curt was going to college and had absolutely no money to exist on. 
If he or the girls finally broke down and asked their dad for help, he told them to get a job. Let me add 
that they did work through those years. The fact is that he was absolutely useless when they could have 
used some help from him as a father and as a provider. 


Once we had decided to go forward with the divorce things were pretty smooth. Since | didn’t expect 
anything more of him, | was busy with my own life. Kim was away at school which was paid for by the 


As my children left home, one by one, and my house got quieter and quieter, it became apparent to 
me that | did not want to learn to live alone. The thought of selling the house and moving into some 
small condo on a third floor concrete shelf just scared me to death. | was afraid | would isolate myself 
there and disappear from the world. According to our divorce agreement | had the house while any of 
the kids were in school and needed a place to come home to. Part of the divorce agreement was that 
big Curt would actually make a nice apartment of that larger garage. After a year or so with no attempt 
to start on it, | finally took our payment booklet over to him and pronounced that | could not pay these 
with only my department store income. To my surprise, he accepted the payment booklet without an 
argument. | should have known...Thirty months later he came to the house and gave me back the rest 
of the booklet. Now he proclaimed that he had made payments comparable to building an apartment. | 
just stared at him. How do you figure that that helps me to afford to keep the house from this day 
forward? Not his problem. Lucky for me, | had already had the job done and | was already getting some 
income from it. He never inquired about it or attempted to fulfill his promise. 


Meanwhile, life went on for me. Like Pinocchio, | had no strings. One day after work a couple of us gals 

went across Main Street to a new upscale restaurant called Horse Feathers. As we worked our way 
around the happy hour goodies, | noticed a very attractive fellow watching me. Soon we met. He was 
adorable. We’ll call him Chuck. There was an instant ignition between us. Soulmates to be sure. He was 
a hair dresser at an upscale shop nearby. He had big brown eyes, dark straight hair that covered his 
forehead, a neat moustache, perfect white teeth and dimples when he smiled. | was smitten. 


After my son was off to university, Chuck moved into my house. We spent two years together during 
which time he did some work on the smaller, single car garage at the front of the house, creating a salon 
where he continued to do ladies hair. He was extremely intelligent and deeply involved in creating a 
computer program on his Radio Shack Commodore computer. He was developing a program for beauty 
shops to take the place of appointment books and registers. This was, of course, in the early stages of 
computer technology. He had taught himself how to make such a program. He would sit up till the wee 
hours banging it out, smoking cigarettes and sipping on rum and coke. 


He also enjoyed working with wood and During this time he built a pretty redwood deck over part of a 
pond in the back yard. One day we fished in a drainage ditch for brim and stocked the pond and put 
pretty umbrellas out over several chaise lounges. It was adorable. Then he turned his attention to that 
double garage we were still emptying. He built a small but wonderful apartment there. | immediately 
rented it out and eased the money situation greatly. 


Chuck loved dancing and was an excellent, fun dancer and liked to show us off in the ritzier night clubs. 
But he also enjoyed the drink and after a while | realized | was drinking way too much right along with 
him. He liked the splashy clubs that were open till 2 in the morning. | couldn’t do that night after night 
and still work the next day. When | had been going out on my own to my favorite club | would have one 
mixed drink and then plain ginger ale the rest of the evening, which lasted only until 11 PM. Now | was 
trying to keep up with him and doing real drinks. Toward the end of our relationship | realized that each 
of his drinks was a double. It had to stop. We talked about it several times but he had no intention of 
slowing down. So with a heavy heart | suggested that he get an apartment for himself and use it when 
he was going to be late getting home. Not only did he get himself an apartment, but he immediately got 
himself a new girlfriend. And, of all things, her name was also Gail! 


This was actually the worst breakup of my life. But common sense prevailed and after months of phone 
calls from him and many tears from me, | was done. | vowed never, ever, in this life, to get that involved 
with anyone again. My friends were all so surprised that | was such a basket case. Me, the calm, 
common sense, down to earth, realistic person that | was, had totally lost my head. It would be months 
before | would get back into that arena, and then it would be with an entirely different attitude. 


One of the first tenants in that little apartment space was a very nice fellow, a plasterer, named John. 
He was very pleasant and industrious. The one thing | remember about him was that he was my escort 
to my best friend’s wedding in Bradenton that October of 1989. | was no longer driving and he was 
available to escort me. | was Linda’s BFF and her matron of honor as she married Ron. | didn’t hold 
much hope for this union because she is quite a bit, 13 years, older than he and his background was 
somewhat sketchy. | had even tried to talk them out of it, but as | sit here over 30 years later, they are 
still very happily married. Ya just never know; so best keep your mouth shut! 


Thus my career as a landlady had begun. My first foray into the business of renting single rooms inside 
my house was not too encouraging. A nice young man answered my ad for a room to rent. Avery polite 
Hispanic fellow who had a brand new wife and needed to get a start on life. They were lovely. However, 
the little girl wife spoke no English and was very shy. Her husband went off to work and she stayed in 
the room. | would hear her sniffling and crying out of boredom and fear. In my own stupidity and 
shyness, | had no idea how to communicate with her. After just a few days | suggested they relocate to a 
place where she would be with her own kind and soon they moved on. 


OK, a couple lessons learned: only English speaking tenants, and no more couples as there simply was 
not space enough for two in a room. 


My ad ran in the newspaper and | interviewed... and | interviewed and | interviewed. . Mostly males 
although | did have several female tenants over the years. | found | had more control over things when | 
had only male tenants. | set the ground rules at the interview and never selected a renter until | had 
“slept on it” at least one night. (The interview, that is, not the applicant!) Then | went by my inner 
feelings as to whether that person would be good in the house. | really relied on my Guardian Angels to 
direct me and they never failed. | rented rooms in my home for over 20 years and never had a serious 
problem with anyone. Yes, some of them had their own demons such as too much alcohol, short on 
rent, short on brains, even, but | met no ax murderers or had any sexual problems with any of them. 
Again, it was good to set the ground rules at the initial interview. It happened several times that | turned 
someone down because they had flirted with me while discussing their rental possibilities. | certainly 
didn’t want anyone chasing me around my own house. Several times a fellow excused himself from 
talking about the room and asked if he could call me for a date later. That was always nice. But then, 
that was just the kind of upfront person | would like to have as a tenant. Too bad. 


| did have a date here and there with some rather nice gentlemen. Why don’t we interview them before 
dating? 


Many of my tenants were guys just trying to find their way thru life. They had gotten all tangled up with 
booze, drugs financial trouble, girl problems and so on. Of course when | first met any one of them he 
was perfectly sober and intended to stay that way. Some of them actually did. Only once did |, along 
with a big husky 19 year old border, have to carry a fellow out to my car and cart him to a detox center. 
He had simply holed up in his room for several days along with a huge supply of wine and pizza. | think 
we actually saved his life that day by going in when we did. We had to physically sit him up and dress 
him and get him to the car. After delivering him to the center we returned to the house, stripped the 
room of clothes, mattress, and rugs and threw it all away. This fellow was a nice, quiet, polite guy 
working two jobs just trying to stay sober and lasted about 


two months. It was very sad. 


It was also, though, a really impressive lesson for the younger guy, Rich, as he believed that he could 
drink unlimited beers and feel no affect. | pointed out to him that no doubt this fellow believed he could 
drink wine all day also a few years earlier. Look at him now. Rich stayed with me for probably a year or 
so before moving back to his roots in Minnesota. He stopped by occasionally in the next few years when 
in Florida visiting his brother. He told me that after a skirmish or two with the old beer bottle anda 
couple car incidences, he had finally straighten out and had even become a counselor. Eventually he 
introduced me to his new wife and child and we reminisced about the days he lived at my house. He 
never forgot the incident with the other fellow as it had made a deep impression on the teen ager. 


In the 80s my Mom finally quit working up in Ohio and she and Dad, who had retired earlier, made the 
move to Florida. They established themselves in a lovely mobile home park in Bradenton, about 15 
miles from my house. They enjoyed new friends and card parties and such. In January of ‘88 their 50th 
wedding anniversary rolled around. With the help of friends and tenants, | arranged a lovely party for 
them at Chey Med, a restaurant/nightclub on Siesta Key. The music was perfect for them, a flashback to 
their younger days on the dance floor. My siblings and most of their children came down for the 
occasion and it was a lovely evening and a fun party. 


In the course of arranging that little shindig out there on the island, | noticed something that caught my 
interest. There was a church that had a little sign on the marquee about healings. One day each week 
they had several people come in that were known as healers. These people would do the laying on of 
hands to those who felt the need to be healed, either physically, emotionally or however. Finally, 
thinking of my eye problem, | decided to give it a try. | had studied about such things a few years earlier 
and felt very open to it. | figured, Why else would | be out here on this island if not directed by my 
angel? So I drove out to the church several times for the half hour sessions. 


Let me set the stage: Siesta Key is an absolutely gorgeous strip of land, several miles long and parallel to 

the mainland. Its beaches are the most wonderful in the world and the village is adorable. People on 
the key are friendly, artsy and they make you feel very comfortable while visiting their island. Even 
getting to the key is fun. After climbing a high bridge over the Intercoastal waterway, you go downhill 
very fast and then fly over a humpback bridge. Immediately after that you make a sharp left turn to 
travel south the length of the key. When they were little, my kids loved this ride because | would throw 
them off their seats on the humpback bridge and then have to really slow down for that sharp left. This 
was just a two lane road and was always busy so I’d let the car in front of me get some distance ahead so 
we could fly over that hump! Seat belts were non existent at that time. Coming back was a different 
story. You just had to watch for the little right turn sign among the foliage. The road simply turned, so 
you turned. 


So | had gone to the healers several times and was not seeing any difference in my eye condition. It 
wasn’t costing me anything, but as | drove along home, | was wondering how long | should do this. Lost 
in my thoughts, | suddenly found myself bouncing along on a dirt road. | stomped on the brake and sat 
there for a while. What in the world had happened? Where was I? | had totally missed that right turn, 
shot right across the oncoming lane and luckily landed in a little dirt driveway leading to a private home. 
But how was it that | didn’t smash into a car coming around that bend in the road! It is usually very 
busy! Well, my guardian angel was telling me something. Healing hands are not the answer and you had 
better quit driving. In all that beautiful greenery | had never seen the turn in the road. 


Back to my boarders; Larry was one that stayed at my house for about 7 years. He was a hard working 
fellow in his 30s, rode a bicycle, and was very quiet except when watching wrestling in his room. He was 


a vocal cheerleader when it came to that sport. He was a little ‘slow’ and worked at a nearby garden 
shop. He was really dedicated to his work. He didn’t earn much money but was always on time with his 
rent. He seemed to have found his niche at this job. | had the feeling his boss took advantage of him in 
that he always seemed to be the one working out side lugging large stone and rocks, mulch and other 
equipment around in the hot summer sun. Over the years | even came to know his mother who lived up 
north, as she was concerned about his welfare. After about five years he one day told me he was going 
to move out and share an apartment with some fellows. | was apprehensive for him as | feared people 
could easily take advantage of him, but off he went, full of good cheer and happy anticipation. 


But, never fear, this was not the last of Larry. 


During a good bit of Larry’s time at my house there was another, older gentleman named Peter. A tall, 
lanky fellow with perfect diction and manners, Peter seemed older than his years with thin hair and 
receding hairline, somewhat stooped posture and bad teeth. Somewhere along the way in his lifetime 
he had lost most of both his pinky fingers to frostbite. He was introduced to me by another current 
tenant who managed the restaurant where Peter worked. Peter was driving about 25 miles each day 
into town in an old, rusted out Toyota. My tenant, we’ll call him Ed, wondered if | would let him have a 
room. The house was full at the time but Ed rented a cot for Peter and they doubled up until Ed’s new 
house was ready for him to move into. This was only a few days and not a problem. 


Peter was well spoken, quiet and pleasant to have around. He cooked at home quite often and enjoyed 
serving ‘the family, whoever they were, at the time. He would place a kitchen towel across his arm and 
with fingertips gripping in front of himself, announce that “Dinna is served.” He was highly intelligent 
and would complete the New York Times crossword puzzle, in pen, while chatting with us at the 
breakfast table. Peter, however, also liked to drink. | began to notice that occasionally he would fall 
asleep for a few minutes on the sofa in the front room. Once when | arrived home rather late | found 
him there, totally asleep. | was pretty upset. “What if | had brought friends in with me?” | told him the 
next morning. “I don’t ever want to find you like that again. You do that in your room and not out here 
in the house.” He was very apologetic and it never happened again. | knew that he really loved living 
with all of us and | thought that perhaps this was the nicest place he had lived in quite a long time. 


Eventually, one day while we were chatting | wondered aloud if maybe when he was a child with such a 
high IQ and such great expectations put upon him, that maybe he sort of tuned out, went to drinking 
and didn’t quite ever accomplish anything that was expected of him. Sort of a revolt against the world. 
He didn’t disagree with that summation. He never was a real problem as he went from one chef job to 
another, but then one day John, my apartment tenant, came to me and said, “Do you know what Peter 
is doing these days?” | wasn’t aware that he was doing anything. In fact, | hadn’t seen him lately. “Well, 
he’s holed up in his room ‘drying out’. Hasn’t had a drink in several days now.” John told me not to go in, 
that he would come out when he was ready. Evidently they had become pretty good friends and John 
checked on him regularly during that whole time. Peter totally quit drinking. He straightened up nicely. 
The next thing | knew he had landed a job at a local book store downtown directly across the street from 
Maas Brothers where | worked. He absolutely loved books and Main Street Books was the perfect place 


for him. It was an old three story building with a double wide staircase right in the middle of it that went 
up two more flights. Peter started the idea of having some comfy old sofas and chairs scattered about 
and coffee at the ready for browsers. This was years before the big chain book stores came to town with 
their interior coffee bars . The Main Book Store’s coffee was free! 


Peter was so happy and proud to be working there. He was standing taller and smiling more. His boss 

was pleased with him and one day came to him with a proposal; he, the boss, would help him get brand 
new teeth if Peter would agree to do some TV commercials for the book store. Soon Peter, with all his 
dignity and stature, and a brand new smile, was on TV! His soft, deep, resonant voice would gently 
announce: 


? 


“Cosmo Polite here, from the Main Book Store...” He was a great success as he showed the viewers all 
around his store, inviting them to stop by for a cuppa. 


One thing | learned from this experience: Don’t judge a book by it’s cover. 


| had already backed off of a lot of my driving in the past year as 


| felt a little unsure of myself behind the wheel. My depth perception was definitely off. One day on my 
normal rout to work, | was diligently watching a brand new curb on my left that had been installed 
recently. the city had put a new median in this road, making it just one lane in each direction. | was 
watching that | didn’t hit that new curb on my left when suddenly | hit the old curb on the right. | blew 
out both tires on that side. What fun. Who carries two spare tires around town? 


By this time | was already letting Peter do some of the driving and 


Quite often he would drive us to work in my car as we both parked in the same downtown garage. 
Often he would drive me here or there and | began to feel like Miss Daisy. He fell in love with my 
beautiful black Toyota Carola with the four on the floor and sleepy eye headlights. It had a wonderful 
sound system and was really hot. When | finally had to give up my driving privileges altogether | sold my 
precious wheels to him. He was ecstatic. He had a great job, new smile, wonderful car... AND he was 
falling in love! He brought Claudia home to meet everyone at ‘his house’ hoping to gain our approval. 
We were all thrilled for him. He and Claudia worked together and they were a great couple. Soon he left 
our little family to begin a new life with her. They moved into a small apartment downtown. Over the 
years he had become attached to a few pieces of furniture from his room in my house and we soon 
struck a deal. In exchange for his old twin size bed and a comfy slouchy sofa, | received a lovely 5 piece 
wrought iron patio set which included a love seat, two chairs, coffee table and end tables. Claudia had 
recently made new slip covers for the whole set and they went perfectly with my patio. Every spring 
there after | would think of them as | cleaned and painted the furniture for the new season. 


An interesting sideline to this saga happened Several years later: 


We hadn’t heard from Peter and Claudia in ages. | knew they had visited his family in Denmark and had 
married while there. They still worked at the book store downtown, but | no longer worked across the 


street from it and so I lost touch. Laura was in town for a visit one time and stopped in to see Peter but 
it was his day off so she left a note to call our house. He called, missing us but left a message: “Claudia 
and | are very busy. In the middle of buying a house on 6th street. Want to see you.” 


Laura and | looked at each other and we each got a strange chill up our spines. “Oh my gosh, Mom” she 
looked at me with huge eyes. “Could it possibly be?” As soon as we could reach them we verified it; 
Peter was buying the very same house we had owned and lived in for six years prior to the one we now 
had. How could it be that he went from my house to my house? Without knowing 


it, but that is exactly what happened. We could hardly believe it. 


Part 4 1990 to 1994 Buddy, Mom,& Dad 


After | inherited the mortgage payment back from Curt | had decided to get the whole thing in my own 
name as soon as | could. No easy feat with my piddly income. But I did manage it after proving rental 
income for the past few years and accepting a 10% interest rate from a mortgage company! Three years 
later and with some excellent credit under my belt, | applied and received another new mortgage, an 
excellent rate, and some extra cash to build with. Taking out the tiny apartment Chuck had built and 
opening it up to the front garage area, | now had a lovely 600 square foot apartment at one side of the 
house. It had its own front and back doors and air conditioning unit. | was thinking that at some time in 
the future | would like to have a place for my parents if ever they got to the point of needing someone 
near them. But for now, | could rent it out and really make some money. 


| hired a young fellow who had previously rented a room from me and had become good friends with my 
son when they were both living in Gainesville. Dan and a coworker took on the remodeling job for the 
learning experience plus a nice little fee. They were both very precise and wanted everything to be 
perfect. Along the way | learned from a plumber friend that he could bring me all the brand new 


bathroom fixtures | needed from a job site he was working on. This meant a cast iron sink, tub and 
commode that were being thrown out because they were the wrong color for the folks who bought a 
particular condo on Longboat Key. Needless to say, the color, beige, was perfect for my needs! At this 
price any color would be perfect. 


Let me stop here and explain that in my whole neighborhood there is just one old, cranky person who is 
always on the outs with everyone. And lucky me; he lived directly across the street! He was pretty OK 
with me during the years | was just a housewife raising a family, but when | began renting rooms he 
became very distant and angry toward me. One day he actually came to my door to yell at me that he 
did not like my lifestyle. He did not know any of my tenants and I’m sure he thought | was running some 
kind of bordello or something. | simply looked at him blankly and said very softly, “ Mr. so and so, Go 
home.” Well, | believe this lovely neighbor had the IRS look into my records but they only found that | 
certainly do claim my rental income. 


So anyway, when my plumber friend was working at my house one day, wouldn’t you know that the city 
inspector showed up? One of my tenants chatted with him at the front door for a bit while the plumber 
dashed out a window and drove away. Now, who would have called him? As a result, | did get in trouble 
for not getting the proper permit for the bathroom and they saw that | had an aluminum shed out back 
that had never been permitted. It had only a wood floor over dirt, had been there for many years, and | 
didn’t consider it a permanent structure, but | got triple fines for my infractions. My $200 fee was now 
$600. | hope my neighbor was happy. Some weeks later this neighbor deliberately backed his little RV 
right into one of my tenant's car, which was legally parked on the street. That one did not turn out too 
well for him since the owner was a big husky minor league baseball player with the Red Sox who did not 
let him get away with his shenanigans. He didn’t do anything but speak to him but | think even that was 
threatening. Asa result, | decided we all needed to step back and resolve this hateful feeling everyone 
was developing. | told all my guys to begin thinking in a different vein from now on. Every time you 
come down the street, | want you to envision a big shiny curtain right in the middle of the road between 
our house and his. He was directly across from me. When you see this curtain it will reflect our own 
house to us and he will see only his own house. Think nice, welcoming thoughts and don’t bother to be 
aware of him at all. It was amazing. They all felt the difference. The cloud of ambivalence disappeared 
overnight. We heard no more from him. 


It did not take long to fill the new apartment and life continued to buzz along for Landlady Gail. One of 
my earliest tenants was a young girl who was employed as an au pair to a couple who lived on Longboat 
Key. | was quite impressed as they drove up in the first Lexis | had ever seen. She stayed for several 
months that winter. In the spring a nice mature couple from Ohio rented the apartment during the 
training season of the Cincinnati Reds baseball team. They came every spring for several years after 
that, even staying across the street with my neighbor Jane a time or two when my house was full. They 
worked as volunteers at the stadium throughout the preseason training. We became good friends and 
are email buddies to this day. 


During this time | was still enjoying the Rain forest, meeting new people and loving my life. One evening 
right after Christmas | met a couple gentlemen, both doctors, who were flying a small plane from New 
Jersey to spend New Years Eve in Fort Myers. They stopped in Sarasota for a day or so but when they 
wanted to head on down the coast the foggy weather would not permit it. They were stuck in town 
over the New Year celebration. | got home from work early that evening and received a phone call from 
them wondering if | was going to the Forest for the big party. | hadn’t planned to but agreed to meet 
them there if they could get us in. It was the most marvelous evening ever. | had two guys who loved to 
dance, all to myself. They were perfectly mannered and presented no problem as the evening came to a 
close. Later, when | thought about it, | credited my G.A. again for watching over me. 


The following summer | met a very sweet guy from Canada. He was a spiffy dresser and a smooth 
dancer. We got along well and at one point | flew up to Toronto and he showed me all around. We saw 
Ann Murray at the Performing Arts Hall one evening and another time we went to a wonderful 
production of Cats in an old downtown Theatre where it had been playing for several years. | saw lots of 
Toronto and the Canadian side of Niagara Falls while | was there. Later he flew down to the west coast 
of Florida and we stayed in a beautiful little condo on Palm Island, a cute little get away accessible only 
by ferry boat. We had so much fun together but it was hard to carry on a relationship at such a long 
distance and eventually it just drifted away. 


Then one evening during the Christmas holidays of 1990, | was back at my old haunt, the Rain Forest. 
The room was pretty crowded when | arrived and | attempted to order my usual ginger ale between 
patrons seated at the bar. As | waited for my drink | spoke to one fellow whom | had never seen here 
before. We chatted a bit and he impressed me favorably with his calm demeanor and his manners. . He 
was quiet and mature and gentlemanly as we exchanged a little information about ourselves. Although 
he seemed reluctant, | talked him into having a little dance and was pleasantly surprised to find him a 
wonderful dancer. He said he had had no choice since his sister had made him watch American 
Bandstand every afternoon while growing up in Philadelphia. She was older and insisted he dance so 
she could practice. He cranked out a very smooth jitterbug. We met again a few evenings later at which 
time we danced and chatted some more. His name was Jim. | learned He was a history teacher at the 
High school that my daughter was graduated from some years earlier. | was impressed with this 
information. Our first actual date took place several weeks later when we had lunch together at the 
Main Bar and Sandwich Shoppe where | introduced him to the famous Italian sandwich. When | met 


some of his family | realized that they called him Buddy, not Jim. “UM,” I haltingly asked. “And what 
should | call you?” So from then on he was Buddy to me as well. 


Just a couple months later, early 1991, it was announced that our beloved store, Maas Brothers, was 
slated to close its doors forever. We were shocked. One of my coworkers fainted at the news. |, myself, 
had loved being part of that happy family for 24 years. Suddenly we were thrown into the tizzy of 
finding alternative jobs for everyone. We, in the cash office, were required to work until all merchandise 
and store fixtures had been sold. One by one the sales crew, our coworkers and friends, left for other 
jobs. It was all so sad; | had loved working here since my very first day in January of 1967. Then the last 
of the racks and fixtures were gone and | was released also. 


On April 1,1991 - April fools day no less, | started my first day at another Maas Brothers location. This 
store was totally different. For one thing, they were hostile to the folks coming from their rival store. 
Plus, they had never had such a fine leader who inspired loyalty and love among his workers as our Mr. 
Schaub had. | am thankful that Buddy had come into my life just as this was all happening. He was such 
a source of peace and security. | soon learned to use the city bus to get to the new store. | did not 
request a position in the cash office as my eyes were making it too difficult. | accepted the position as a 
stock person in the house wares department. | toted trailers of goods to the department from the dock. 
Then | unloaded the goods, either displaying them out on the floor or carrying them by hand up to a 
stockroom for later use. This was very heavy work, especially taking boxes of Corning glassware or 
dishes or some of the electric items up13 steps to the mezzanine. Soon | was muscle bound. | had never 
been in such great shape. This was really a position for a man but | enjoyed it for about six months until 
they found a fellow to do the job. Then I moved into other departments and continued doing that kind 
of work but with software. | will say, lingerie and baby clothes are much easier to handle. 


Before long Buddy and | were seeing each other exclusively and making plans for the future. In late 
spring we took a car trip down to the Florida Keys. | had lived in south west Florida nearly 30 years and 
had never been to the keys. This would be fun. We stopped in Key Largo and took a room in a nice 
motel. But, out on the deck waiting for our dinner to be served | began to feel strange. The evening 
breeze was lovely and cool but | was getting hot and sweaty. | had a tank top under my open blouse so | 
removed the blouse. | was getting worse. | must have looked pretty bad because Buddy suddenly 
cancelled our dinner and took me back to the room to lie down. Instead, | hugged the commode for a 
while and then finally fell across the bed to sleep. He was terrified. He wanted to take me home 
immediately. The next morning | was fine. What had come over me, | wondered. | had never 
experienced such sweatiness and nausea before in my life. But | was fine now and | assured him that 
everything was alright. Let’s go on to the keys and have fun. And that’s what we did. Not until several 
years later, when | had my first recognizable hot flash did | realize that my Key Largo experience was the 
Grande Mal of hot flashes. That was exactly what it had felt like. 


Things were moving right along and we began talking of getting married. We thought June, when he 
was done with the school year would be the perfect time. We were living together at my house now, 
however, and | began to see a potential problem brewing. | had already experienced this problem 5 or 6 
years ago with a fellow and it broke my heart. Now | find that Buddy likes his drink way beyond what | 
could tolerate. On week ends, never during school days, he would have it first thing in the morning, in 
his coffee cup, no less. Then he would be drowsy all day long. He was never mean or angry but, in fact, 
rather fun and funny. | brought up the matter and he immediately took the defensive, claiming that it 
had never been a problem with anyone else. But, | explained, you’re not marrying anyone else. | 
demurred on the June date and waited to see if things would change. | am writing this because of what 
happened next. Outwardly nothing changed. | hemmed and hawed and prayed and thought about how 
exceptionally wonderful Buddy really was and wondered what | should do. | didn’t Need to be married. 
| was supporting myself and enjoying life just fine. But then one morning | woke up with the strangest, 
lightest feeling. | am supposed to marry Buddy. | don’t know why but | feel | should marry him. There 
was no longer any question in my mind, just a knowing that this was the right thing to do. Later, when | 
thought about it | realized that once again | had been guided. And it was a masterful plan. That very day 
| told him that | would marry him and we decided on July 15, 1991 as our wedding date. After that | 
never gave it a second thought. 


In planning the wedding we felt that although each of us had been raised Catholic, neither practiced the 
faith. We inquired about a certain assistant pastor of the Unity Church | occasionally attended 
performing the ceremony but he was no longer available. We then selected Father Carmichael of the 
Lutheran Church. He was wonderful and the simple ceremony memorable. Only about 6 people, family 
members, attended and we did a lovely brunch at the Hyatt afterward. An interesting thing happened 
the morning of our wedding. As Buddy and | were just about to leave the house to go to the Church, my 
former tenant, Larry, was at the front door. He was looking for a room. After quickly making the 
introductions, we sent him off with instructions to come back in a couple days. | filled Buddy in on 
Larry’s previous history at my house. He was such an innocent that we decided to go ahead and rent a 
room to him. They ultimately became good pals and Larry looked to Buddy for advice and acceptance. 


Soon we were back in to a regular routine of work and school. He absolutely loved teaching. Earlier in 
life he had done his duty in the service and then worked in the offices of Boeing Air. He traveled for 
them and earned big bucks for many years. He was not happy with that work, though, and finally 
decided, in his mid 30s, to go back to school and get his teaching degree. This is what he had planned to 
do while still in high school. He had been married and had a son and a daughter, but that situation 
ended when he made such a drastic change in his career. At this point he had no communication with 
his children as their mother and grandmother put up quite a barrier. So now he taught accelerated 
classes of American history to 5‘, 8 and 11" grade students at Pine View School. He felt like he had 
come home. 


He was always so happy to go off in the mornings to see his kids. He was really quite strict with them 
but he also was so very entertaining and funny that they all loved him. He had a particularly cute routine 
that he did for each new class shortly after school started up each September. Many of the kids had 
already heard about it from their older siblings and couldn’t wait for him to do it one day. It was all 
about eating a huge, imaginary mouthful of peanut butter. He’d talk with this mouthful , try to dislodge 
it from the roof of his mouth, dig it out with a finger. Then, when it wouldn’t come loose from the finger 
he’d have to put it back into his mouth. The kids just howled at his pantomime. 


He dressed for the kids also. Bright Christmas suspenders or colorful ties and crazy socks. He’d put a 
foot up on a chair so he could scratch his ankle and the kids would see Santa sox or striped Alcatraz sox 
or whatever. He loved to entertain them. Students would actually have their parents request him if they 
were going into his age group the upcoming year. 


Now that | worked at a distant mall, | was using the city transit system every day. Although | could catch 
a bus right at the end of my street, Buddy preferred to drive me several blocks away to the transfer 
station at the local shopping center and make sure | got on the correct bus. Then I stayed on that bus all 
the way to my store. | had a small Sony cassette player and a pretty little bag to carry it in so | could 
listen to a book on the 40 minute ride each morning and evening. Even though | got off the bus coming 
home just a block from my street, Buddy liked to drive the car around the block to the corner where | 
was to get off and pick me up. This was totally unnecessary since it was just one block from my own 
street but he liked doing it. One afternoon things didn’t work out so well. | was riding along from work 
listening to my story with my little ear plugs when the batteries went dead. In attempting to replace 
them with the extras | carried in their pouch, the new ones slid right to the floor of the bus. “Oh geez,” | 
exclaimed. “My batteries just rolled under the seat!” As the bus started up, the batteries rolled to the 
back. Then the bus suddenly stopped and they quickly rolled forward under several seats ahead of me. 
Soon everyone in the buss was bent over looking at the floor for my batteries. Someone shouted | got 
them! and he handed the delinquent little devils to me. About that time | realized we had totally passed 
my stop and were several blocks down the road. | hopped off and walked back, past my own street and 
to the corner where Buddy was sitting there wondering why an empty bus had just passed by. It was too 
funny. 


Things were progressing along with nice tenants in the apartment and Larry and one other fellow in the 
rooms. As the school year rolled on we began planning a cruise. My very first cruise! | was so excited. 
This was Buddy’s favorite way to vacation. He made all the arrangements. We would catch a shuttle 
bus locally and it would take us directly to the port in Miami. What could be simpler? And it was great. 
My maiden voyage was on the SS. Norway, over a thousand feet long and beautifully refurbished from 
bow to stern. It was formerly known as the SS. France. It was fabulous. From the dining room with its 
magnificent staircase and talented, entertaining waiters to the three story theater and a wonderful 
production of Meet Me In Saint Louis, | was in a constant state of awe. We took every excursion we 
could fit into our days. We had to use tenders to get into ports since the ship was so large but that was 
another exciting part of the trip. Needless to say, we had a wonderful time. 


Later that same summer of ’92 My mother finally decided that caring for Dad was getting to be more 
than she could handle. | realized that he was suffering from dementia and needed constant vigilance. 
Mom’s eyes were very bad by then and cooking was difficult for her. Dad was beginning to leave the 
house and wander around thinking he was somewhere in his past. | was thrilled to have them come live 
under our roof where they would be comfortable and safe. Buddy soon became Daddy’s best friend. 
My father didn’t know who we were, exactly, but he was glad we were his friends. We had many 
strange, funny and some scary incidences over the next few years. My parents could come into our 
house simply by passing through the laundry room without going out of doors. One day Daddy came, 
huffing and puffing, to get us. All excited, he begged Buddy to come over there and get rid of that 
woman! Who is over there? We asked. | don’t know who she is but get rid of her so Sally (my Mom) 
can come back. She won’t come back while that lady is there! Well, it turned out that ‘that woman’ 
WAS Sally. He just had no idea. Buddy, 


to my surprise, gently took Dad by the arm and suggested they go for a walk. He said that probably by 
the time they got back, that lady would be gone and Sally would already be back. So that’s what they 
did and Sally returned. All during this time | was so frequently amazed at the tenderness with which my 
husband treated my parents. He was such a sweet, mild person and | had nearly turned him away. 
Thank you guardian angel. How would I have been able to handle my parents on my own? 


Spring 1993 


With Mom there things went along smoothly. During this time we had to relieve Dad of his car and soon 
he seemed to have forgotten all about it. We would all go out together to dinner sometimes. It was a 
nice quiet period in our lives. | was still working at the store and Buddy still teaching. We also still had 
roomers in the house. Larry stayed with us during these years and another long time tenant, Rick, was 
there. So we had the freedom to go out occasionally on our own. That April | became a grandmother 
for the first time when Kim gave birth to a lovely 10 pound baby boy; Alexander. I visited the little 
family for a few days to help with my expertise but the young parents had everything under control. as 
the summer of ‘93 rolled around we took another cruise. This time we flew to Aruba and cruised the 
lower Caribbean, stopping at several islands as far east as Barbados. . Again, it was wonderful to visit all 
the different islands and villages. We learned something new on each excursion. | was becoming very 
knowledgeable and also very spoiled. 


That fall my mother was beginning to have some serious pain in her hands and her feet. For the most 
part she was totally blind at this point but still quick witted and sharp. With Buddy at work, | took her 
and Dad by taxi to the doctor. We went to several different specialists in the next few weeks but got no 
answers. We nursed things along through the holidays and into January of 1994. Her fingers were 
getting blotchy blue and very painful. They felt numb in places. She couldn’t see her hands but 


described them like Swiss cheese. Her feet hurt so bad that she couldn’t stand on them. Buddy even 
helped her to the bathroom. 


January 1994. 


At another new doctor’s office Mom had been given a very strong codeine prescription. This made her 
hallucinate all through the night. The next morning | called an ambulance and we got her into the 
hospital where the doctors could come to her rather than us trying to get all over town seeing one 
doctor at a time. Strange that none of them had suggested this. Her condition was much worse than any 
of us had supposed and, to our shock, my Mother passed away, right there in the hospital, just a few 
days later. She was 78. 


My last picture of her, in my mind, is her sitting up in the hospital bed and something just tickled her 
fancy and made her smile. It was gorgeous. Even the nurse in the room commented on what a big 
beautiful smile she had. 


Life is full of changes. | had taken a few days off to see what was going to happen. Now, suddenly Mom 
is gone. | called work and requested my vacation time while we organized a memorial for her at their 
Catholic church in Bradenton as she had requested. We had a nice gathering and ended up that 
afternoon back at my house. My brother Mick was scrambling some eggs and we all chatted quietly 
when | noticed my mailman approaching the front door with a package. Oh my goodness, it was my 
Christmas gift from Mom which was arriving just then. When | realized what it was | just looked up and 
said “Hi, Mom. | know you’re watching”. | opened the package to fine a beautiful turquoise sweater and 
pants set. | immediately slipped the outfit on and wore it the rest of the day. As per their requests, 
Mom was cremated and we decided to spread her ashes in a garden in my yard. | expected to live there 
for the rest of my life and it was nice to have Mom, and later Dad, nearby. | made a lovely little garden 
right outside the patio doors of their apartment. Their Blessed Virgin Mary statue, which had been in 
their garden in Ohio and then in Bradenton and then here at my house, received a new coat of paint and 
stood in the garden amid the pretty Florida fauna. We held a simple service as the ashes were spread at 
Mary’s feet. At the edge of this little plot was a sign denoting ‘Sally’s Garden’. 


Mom’s condition had finally been diagnosed as a catastrophic one, the name of which | do not know. It 
was all about the circulation in the capillaries in her skin. Even her forehead was showing blue spots. 
When the doctor described it to me he explained that her extremities were not getting blood flow. 
Eventually she would lose her fingers and toes but this was not a disease that would kill her. | was 
astounded. They planned to get her stabilized on the pain killers but she would have to go to a nursing 
home where it could be monitored. She would receive the meds through the spine which would leave 
her mind free and clear. 


| was aghast! My mind just screamed What?!! So she would be aware of her body falling apart?! The 
next day | spoke with him and told him, not asked, but begged him, to do something! He could not 


assign her to such a situation. | implored him to stop this insanity. In the end, | feel sure that as they 
were switching Mom from an intravenous drip of the pain killers to the epidural, they ‘inadvertently’ 
gave her too much. Also, | have come to believe that this illness was caused by unLucky Strike cigarettes. 
She was a lovely, loving, sweet lady who was an avid smoker most of her adult life. 


God bless you, Mom, | love you and thank you for everything. 


Life with Daddy, Paddy and Buddy 1994 to 1996 


A couple years earlier Laura had decided to move to Los Angeles and have an exciting new life. She was 
there about a year and a half and it was not pretty. Not only were there earthquakes, but the Rodney 
King uprising occurred then and she was not far from the riots, burning buildings and all that general 
unrest. She had told me not to come out there to visit as she was moving to San Francisco asap. So, it 
was not long after Mom’s passing that she called me from San Francisco, crying. She had fallen on an icy 
manhole cover and broken her upper arm! Two guys had stopped and helped her collect her groceries 
and got her up to her apartment. They got her some ice and settled her in. What should she do? Holy 
cow! 


What should | do?? With Buddy’s help, early the next day | flew from Miami to S.F. How | got to Miami, | 
haven’t a clue. A fellow passenger on that flight instructed me on getting a ride from the airport right to 
her door (my Guardian Angel again). | was at her door that evening. By then she had been to the doctor 
and her arm was set in a sling. She had a diagonal break in the upper arm. She realized she could drive 
alright and we tooled around San Fran for about a week. We did the terrific tour at Alcatraz where | 
picked up those striped sox for Buddy. We learned something at that time; she had gone to the ER and 
was examined by the doctor there... But with a brand new job, she had no insurance. This doctor had 
to send her across town to the hospital for indigents where he , the very same doctor, met her and fixed 
her up! Why don’t all the hospitals just share this burden and save everyone all this trouble? 


Back home in Florida, at first we tried to get help in managing my Dad. It soon became apparent that it 
would be impossible to have someone take care of him while | worked. | called my work again, this time 
requesting that | be given my retirement. | would stay home with Dad. Now | know this sounds drastic 
and very quick, but actually | was facing retirement during this year anyway. As it happened, my eyes 
were very bothersome and based on the rules of my original store, Maas Brothers/Allied Stores Inc., | 
could retire with 25 years service and get whatever benefits they had for me. That meant the insurance 
program and the store discount for life program. If | didn’t do it this year, 1994, | would not be eligible 
for six more years as our rules would change in 95 to fit the Burdines/Federated Stores regulations. In 
their laws you could not retire before a certain age, regardless of years of service. So the decision about 
when to retire was taken out of my hands. It was simply moved from sometime during this year to right 
now. 


| was given a wonderful luncheon and a $500 savings bond by the store. | thought that was very nice of 
them since | had worked at that location only three years. | did have 27 years with the company, 
though. 


One of the first things we had to do after Mom’s death was visit the Social Security office to take care of 
Daddy’s things. It was a relatively simple transaction and when | was about to stand up to leave, Buddy 
said to the nice representative, “Now I’d like to talk with you about my wife, Gail.” | looked at him in 
shock. He explained to her about my vision problems and asked just the right questions. The upshot is 
that after some testing with doctors and filling out papers, | was granted some disability. Left on my 
own, | don’t know when, or even if, | would have ever asked for that. | must admit that as the years have 
gone by | have been very thankful for that boost in my income. Once again, thank you Guardian Angels 
for sending Buddy Flynn to me. (AND for making me accept him!) 


When | realized | was not going back to work | decided that this was the time, finally, for me to get a 
puppy. Asa child, Daddy never allowed us kids to have a dog in the house. Several times we did get 
one, Taffy was a beautiful Cocker Spaniel and Peanut, whom my little brothers called P up, was an 
adorable tiny mutt, but each time they would have to live outside in the garage. Daddy built a nice 
kennel in the yard and we had a wonderful dog house but still, that was in Ohio with its bitterly cold 
winters. Each one was given away. Hopefully to a nice warm house full of kids. When Curt and | 
married we very quickly became adopted by that precious little kitten, Scamp, and | raised my own 
children with kittens. Needless to say, as a child | had never had a kitten either. but now | really wanted 
a cute, fluffy puppy. And besides, this would insure that | took Dad for a walk every day. | was pretty 
sure that Daddy had forgotten his rule about dogs in the house so went forward with my search for a 
pet. One of my tenants at the time, Brian, was newly retired from the service and waiting for his house 
to be built. He was aware of my desire for a shih Tzu or a Lhasa Apso type puppy. He told me about a 
litter of Shih Tzu being advertised in the newspaper. We found our little Paddington. His middle name 
became O’Brian in honor of his founder. Hence: Paddington O’Brian Flynn. Buddy loved the puppy and 
the name. And Daddy was enthralled with Paddington and told everyone that he had picked him out 
from all the litter. How wonderful the memory can be. Daddy, Paddy and | walked our neighborhood 
every day. 


We soon had Dad in a nice little routine that he seemed to enjoy. Each day Buddy dropped him off at 
the Living Room, a lockdown portion of the Friendship Center, the local senior center facility where he 
did activities for a few hours. Then a bus would bring him home at 2 in the afternoon. This worked out 
for some time until Dad began to try to make everyone on the transport bus change seats so he could sit 
next to this lady or that one. He was acting like a teenager. He was kicked off the bus. Then we 
arranged for a Green Cab to pick him up each day. Life with an Alzheimer’s sufferer is interesting. Keeps 
you on your toes, for sure. One afternoon as Dad and | were snacking on a shrimp ring, he looked at me 
and said, very quietly and seriously, “When are we going to tell him?” 


“What? Tell who what?” 
“You know” he said, waving his hand back and forth between us. “Tell Buddy about you and me.” 


| paused, looking at him as | took a deep breath. “Dad,” | said, “I call you ‘dad’. Do you know what that 
means?” 


He hrrrumphed, and nothing more was said. 


On Saturday evenings I’d sit with him in the apartment and watch Lawrence Welk while Buddy was 
watching football in our living room. When the show was over at 8 o’clock, Daddy would want to go 
immediately to bed. Sometimes he’d want to go to bed at 6 pm. It was impossible to make him wait any 
longer. Then, right before | was going to bed around 11, I’d see his kitchen light on and he had already 
clicked the button to turn on the coffee pot. I’d go out to his apartment and he was all dressed, 
sometimes in several layers, waiting for his ride to pick him up. It would take an hour to get him to go 
back to bed. One day he came bustling into our house in a rage. Get him out of here. Get him off the 
wall! Who, what now, | wondered. He had just looked at a calendar hanging on his kitchen wall and it 
had a picture of Martin Luther King on it with the name printed beneath. Oh he was livid. Martin Luther 
had broken away from the Catholic Church and now they have made him a king and were honoring him! 
Good grief! | threw the calendar away. 


Buddy was so great with him. He would take Dad along when he went to the grocery store. Dad pushed 
the cart while Buddy shopped. When they got home Dad and | would take his stuff out to the apartment 
where I’d give him a couple things to put away. Usually he could take the toilet paper and such to the 
bathroom while | finished in the kitchen. But then one day | opened the silverware drawer in his place 
and lo and behold, there was a whole package of silver wrapped 


Klondike ice cream bars, all defrosted. Well, | guess that makes some kind of sense. 


During this time | discovered gardening. It all started quite innocently when | came across a rubber tree 
plant that used to be in our house back on 6th street. Now, it had been outdoors, unattended, for 
several years. It was still in the original black pot that it had been purchased in but was not quite dead. 
It was a stick over 5 feet tall with two skinny arms sticking out up near the top, each with one big green 
leaf at the end. | hated to throw it away because those big leaves were still alive. When | showed it to 
Buddy, he looked at it with disgust and said “Good heavens, its ugly. Get rid of it.” 


Our back yard was 150 feet across and quite deep. The St. Augustine grass was exceedingly thick, lush 
and green. It had never been disrupted with plant, hedges or anything. It was beautiful in its simplicity. 
He didn’t think | should mess it up by planting things in it, especially not this thing! | decided to cut the 


bottom out of the pot and set it about an inch into the dirt. | painted a wooden ladder bright red and 
put it right next to, this sorry stick of a plant where | could tie the poor thing up properly. Then | put 
small, colorful potted plants on each step of the ladder. From the house it hid the sorry rubber tree and 
all you could see was the cute ladder under the pretty chinaberry tree. It made a lovely display. 


Since Buddy was not an outdoors type person, it was quite a while before he ever noticed that it was 
growing like gangbusters right out of the ground. This scraggly little plant became the centerpiece of my 
whole yard, producing other rubber tree plants that | put in the far corners. Each year | would trim it 
back to keep it manageable and it just got thicker and more beautiful as time passed. Soon | had put a 
bird bath nearby and encircled the area with a pretty stone border. A few more plants and some mulch 
and | had a nice little garden to enjoy. Buddy found that it was pleasant to sit in his big old chair just 
inside the open French doors, sip on his drink, and watch me work. He was never one for outdoor labor. 
| once had 14 yards of prime black top delivered and | shoveled it, by myself, over half of the back yard to 
level it out. Eventually | had several little garden plots here and there in the yard. Right off the patio was 
a larger one with water cascading down out of an antique urn and into a little pond. | even made a stone 
path winding through this one. | loved being out there working in the sunshine and creating something 
new and pretty. 


Buddy did quite a bit of the indoor work. While | was still working at the store he did all the laundry and 
some cooking, which was much appreciated. And | can still see him going from room to room with a 
plastic glass full of the white paint that was used on all the wood trim throughout the house. He’d carry 
a little brush and touch up any dirt or marks he found. He was very particular about cleanliness. He did 
suffer miserably with rheumatoid arthritis and that prevented him from some of the more physical 
activities. | believe the pain he endured was the main reason he liked to have a hi ball as soon as he got 
home from work. It’s a devilish illness and there is no real cure for it. 


During these years we made several trips up to Gainesville to visit Kim’s family and once to go to a Gator 
game with friends. In the spring of 95 Kim had her second little boy, Samuel Rogers K. The family came 
to Sarasota occasionally so we girls could do some shopping and the boys would go fishing. We had a 
couple of the boys birthday parties in my back yard and tried to get together for most holidays. It was 
pretty hard to get everyone on the same page during those years. Laura was still out in California. 
Curtiss was in Gainesville working and going to school. At one point he had a girlfriend and they bought 
a house but that didn’t work out. He was struggling to keep up and to achieve his goals but our 
communication was such that | was totally unaware of his difficulties. Boys don’t chat on the phone like 
daughters do and | wrongly assumed he was working and doing fine in school. We later got most of that 
straightened out, | hope. 


Meanwhile, back in the house, it became apparent to us one day that Larry was not going to work any 
longer. The whole previous week he had pretended to go off to work but actually had no job. Like a 
young schoolboy, he didn’t know how to tell us. He didn’t know what to do. Buddy, who was sucha 
compassionate high school teacher, took this 40 something year old kid under his wing and coached him 
on the finer points of finding another job. He was hired at a local hospital on the janitorial staff. This 
was quite a step up from his garden shop job in that he now worked in an air conditioned building and 
he had a chance for promotions, not to mention health insurance and a better salary. Later he was 
promoted to the transport department and is probably still working there. But that’s not the end of the 
story! Larry fell in love. A female coworker his age, had taken a shine to his good looks and soon they 
were having a great time dating. Their favorite thing to do was canoeing on the intercoastal waters of 
Sarasota Bay. Well, maybe that was not their most favorite thing. One evening the two of them came to 
Buddy and me, very sorrowfully to tell us that they were pregnant and what should they do? Good grief. 
It was like talking to a couple of 16 year old kids. She had two grown kids that had not turned out too 
well and then we learned that she still had a husband somewhere in the picture. Really, good grief. They 
ultimately planned to live together and Larry moved out to fix up a trailer for them at a local park. | 
think she never did move in with him and let her husband think the baby was his. Years later, through a 
friend at that hospital, | learned that his mother had come to live with him and help raise their little girl. 
He never got back in touch with me. | often think of him and wonder how things are going but | feel he 
is probably too embarrassed and shy. | miss him and the pretty poinsettia plants he used to bring home 
every Christmas in those early days. He is truly a good guy and I wish him well. 


When Brian left we accepted a new tenant, Steve. This was a nice, soft spoken 


gentleman with silver hair. He wasn’t around very much because of his work but he and Buddy got along 
very well and he soon began to spend time with my Dad also. | remember that he and Dad would sit at 
the table in the apartment peeling potatoes and chatting about old football teams and things past. 
While he lived at our house he introduced us to a good friend of his, Marion. He told me that she was a 
mover and a shaker and he wasn’t kidding. More about her later. But soon Steve left us for a much 
more convenient apartment out on Longboat Key where he worked. 


As time went on, though, | was warned that Dad was getting a little too hard to handle at the senior 
center and | should be aware that he would soon need a place with full time nursing care. In early 96 | 
began scouting the local facilities. This was hard. One was close enough for me to walk to it and it was 
clean and neat and fresh smelling. It didn’t work out, though, so | looked for another local place. After a 
second false start, a place that didn’t have an overnight nurse on staff, | was very happy with one that 
was not as close by, but was right on the bus line so | could go visit him while Buddy was in school. No 
matter when I went to see him, he was doing something active. | felt confident that he was being well 
cared for 


And was happy. 


Now that Daddy was in a safe place, Buddy mentioned that maybe we could take another little cruise 
that summer. | jumped on that! He called me one day from school to see if | needed anything from the 
grocery store. | casually mentioned that | had booked it! Booked what? he asked. A cruise to the 
British Isles! | shouted with glee. | mean with a name like Flynn, who wouldn’t want to go to Ireland and 
Scotland? Plus, | had Irish or Scottish ancestry myself. my Mom was an Osborne which is either one of 
them. We both got very excited and could hardly wait. 


During that spring Buddy and | were attending one of our monthly get togethers with some of my old 
coworkers from Maas Brothers when | began to notice that he was having back pains. In fact, | realized 
that he was not having his usual drink with dinner that evening. | questioned him about it later and he 
admitted that sometimes when he had a drink it made his lower back ache. | suggested seeing a doctor 
but that idea went nowhere. | realized that | had never even seen him go to a doctor. Soon we were 
going to the Pine View High School prom as chaperones and then he was MC at the graduation exercises 
at the concert hall, and then school was over for the year. All our thoughts turned to the upcoming two 
week vacation on a Norwegian cruise ship in the North Sea. We would be celebrating our 5th 
anniversary onboard. It was thrilling. 


Time flew by and soon we headed for the Tampa airport where we checked our bags in and were so 
happy that we wouldn’t have to deal with them again until we got on board our ship in England. That is 
the most wonderful thing about cruising; no luggage to lug around every night and morning. Oh! 
THAT’S why they call it LUG age! This was especially important since his back was still giving him pain. 


Another reason Buddy loves this type of vacation: no driving or hoteling. The plan was to fly to Newark, 
NJ where we would switch to Virgin Atlantic and fly over night to Heathrow, London and be bussed to 
the ship in Dover, England! 


Wrong. 


As we approached Newark it was announced that we’d have to wait our turn to land due to a big storm 
that had just finally cleared out of the area. We circled so long that we then had to get out of turn and 
go to DC for fuel and “to check something out with the engine.” Buddy tossed his Irish tam into the air 
exclaiming “There goes this vacation!” We’d never make our connection now. In DC we tried to get 
another way to run up to Newark, and finally did find a way, but could not get our luggage off the plane 
to go with us. This was frustrating enough but then we had one more element of frustration to deal 
with... 


A middle aged, single lady on our flight was heading to the same cruise as we were and she latched 
herself on to us like glue. Normally this could be alright but this lady was a horror. She yelled at 
everyone trying to help us in her deep gravelly Russian accent. Because we had booked our trips 
through the same travel agency and were carrying matching bags they issued us, everyone assumed she 


was actually with us. When we finally got to Newark at 1 am, our travel agency representative worked 
hard to find rooms for everyone since now we 


would have to wait until the following evening to fly overseas. 


They found us just one room and we had to share it with this horrid person! At this point we had to 
claim our luggage, pack it into a small car, unpack it and take it to our room. The woman, we'll call her 
Brigit, never shut up, complaining the whole time. The next day she wondered why Buddy kept leaving 
the room to wander around the hotel. He could not stand her. We had to stay near a phone to learn of 
any new plans so couldn’t really leave the hotel. That next afternoon, lugging our entire luggage again, 
Buddy and | went back to the airport just to get away from Brigit. We could be in touch with the travel 
company from there. Cell phones would have come in handy but that was some years in the future as 
yet. Checking our luggage in again, we flew that night to London, just one day late. Once there we 
learned that we would have first class accommodations on Air Lingus directly to the Shannon Airport in 
Cork, Ireland. Well, at least we didn’t have to claim that confounded heavy luggage here. It was 
forwarded on to Ireland. This was a nice surprise. Our cruise ship was already out to sea at this point. 
Our first experience in flying first class and it was lovely. Steak dinner and all the drinks you wanted. 
This was a nice benefit for missing that first day at sea. 


At the tiny airport at Shannon we claimed our luggage one more time and arranged for a taxi to take us 
to our accommodations for that evening. Suddenly there was Brigit again. Still angry and demanding. 
Now she had something to be angry about; her biggest bag had not arrived in Shannon! Oh sweet 
justice. However, we had to listen to all that ranting. When the taxi came she jumped right in and never 
even offered to pay any of the fare. Maybe she thought it was all taken care of already but 
nevertheless... When we got to the lovely Inn and explained to the director that SHE was NOT with us, 
Buddy and | were given the Presidential Suite for the night. She was taken to another part of the hotel 
and we hoped never to see her again. As we wandered in and out of this magnificent suite, there came 
a knock at the door. Buddy said, Oh, no. It’s her again.” Ever the optimist, | figured it was the 
management bringing us a wonderful bottle of champagne. Buddy was right, though. When | answered 
the door she barged right past me and headed down the beautiful hall that was part of our suite. 
Shouting about her unsuitable accommodations, she suddenly went quiet as she looked around at ours. 
At this point | just stood there staring at her with both my hands on my ears. | said very slowly and 
quietly, “Brigit... Go... away... Just... go... away.” She turned and left. We never saw her during the 
whole rest of the trip. 


We had a pleasant evening, both at the Abruzzi Inn and later when we walked down the hill to a cozy 
pub for a relaxing drink. We chatted with the bartender and learned a lot about Flynns and Osbornes 
and some history of this country. We even had a lesson on the Irish coins and the current exchange rate. 
The next day our same taxi driver came back and took us to the Blarney Stone and many sights around 
Cork before taking us to the cove and right there, in all its magnificent splendor, stood our huge 
Norwegian Cruise Ship. And hopefully for the last time, this morning we had to lug our luggage in and 
out of the cab. At least our super nice driver did most of the work as Buddy’s back was really hurting 
him by now. 


| stood in the midst of all our bags and totes while Buddy went up the gang plank to get us registered 
and make sure our cabin was ready for us. Now | am getting excited. He shouted down to me that the 
porter would see to the bags, thank goodness, and then | could come up the gang plank. This all 
happened immediately and | ran to that slanted staircase. Dashing up, holding on to the little rope rail, 
the first step let my foot slide a ways under the next step. Wrenching my big toe, | continued to run up 
and finally be onboard and ready for this wonderful trip. Two hours later my toe was huge and purple. 
Buddy got tons of ice from Henry, our cabin boy, and settled me down on the bed for several hours. In 
the ice for 20 minutes and out of it for 10. Back in and out. Meanwhile he went off to investigate our 
new surroundings, checking on me periodically. You know, if | wasn’t such an optimist, | might think this 
whole vacation was jinxed. But the thought never crossed my mind until just now as | write this. 


So I’m lying on the bed waiting for his next report when | begin to hear noises on the ceiling. Tapping 
sounds. Rhythmic tapping. Now more and more... rap a tap, rap a tap, rap a taptaptap. They get heavier 
and faster and then very light but always in a rhythm of some kind. Finally Buddy pops his head in the 
door again and | ask him what in the world | am listening to. Oh, Gail, it’s a wonderful welcome from the 
Irish. It’s the dancers with bagpipe music and their beautiful costumes and all. They were performing 
like River Dance right over my head. | didn’t hear the music but | sure heard the feet! Welcome to 
Ireland. By evening, thanks to Buddy’s insistence about the ice, | was able to wear my pretty sandals to 
dinner and didn’t miss anything else on the whole cruise. 


It proved to be a wonderful, interesting and exciting adventure. We had three other couples at our 
nightly dining table. We did many of the shore excursions with Lillian and Harry, an older couple from 
Asheville, NC. There were so many highlights in the next two weeks that | could not mention all of them. 
We visited small towns and large ones in Ireland, including Dublin and Waterford. Our tour thru the 
crystal plant was unbelievable. We actually witnessed the craftsmen as they etched one glass or goblet 
at a time, freehand! No machinery here. All the glass blowing and etching is done by hand. And of 
course, the show room was exquisite. We spent a day in Whales and then several days in Scotland. We 
visited woolen mills and bought several sweaters and hats. We visited Loc Ness where | just missed 
getting a photo of Nessie. We toured a whiskey brewery and spent an evening eating haggis while being 
entertained with Scottish singing and dancing. | went way up the winding staircase to view the Queen’s 
Jewelry in Edinburgh Castle. Each and every day was a wonderful experience. Lilly and | did several of 
the day tours while our hubby’s stayed on board ship. Harry was older and didn’t walk so well and 
Buddy was still having trouble with his back so begged off a few times. But we all enjoyed ourselves 
tremendously and remained friends thereafter. 


Autumn 1996 through 1997 Saying Goodbye. 


Soon after we returned from our wonderful cruise in July, school started again for the fall term. Buddy 
was so excited to see his kids again. However, A few weeks into the term his back was hurting him so 
much that he took a heating pad to school and began to sit at his desk more than he ever used to do. 
Mentioning that a doctor visit seemed in order did no good whatsoever. He had several problems, 
including the rheumatoid arthritis which knocked him low at any time. He could go off to work with a 
spring in his step and come home afterward with a hugely swollen wrist or neck or anywhere it might hit. 
It was terrifically painful and he just wanted to sit comfortably in his big lounge chair and sip on a drink. 
By the next morning it would be cleared up and he was fine again. | think we both thought the back pain 
was related to this disease. Then one morning, just as he was leaving his car to go into school, he 
actually passed out right there in the parking lot. The assistant principal brought him home and | had to 
physically prevent him from exiting the car while | prevailed upon his friend to take us to the doctor’s 
office. All the necessary tests, some modern and some quite medieval were performed, and we soon 
learned that he had prostate cancer. He was just 55 years old. His PSA count was over thirteen hundred. 
(It should be around 4 or less.) His cancer had metastasized already into his bones. | am not sure if he 
suspected anything like this was going on, but it totally shocked me. 


At this point he was beyond any surgical help, so radiation was recommended to ease the pain. A new 
step was added to his daily routine. He would drive over to a medical center for a quick dose of 
radiation and then go on to school and teach all day. This started in December and continued 
throughout the school year. He had three weeks free of treatments during that time. He seemed to get 
great relief from the pain and the doctors kept changing the area where it was applied every week or so. 
None of his friends at the school had any inkling that this was going on. He made it through the entire 
school year that way. He was incredibly blasé about the whole thing during that school term. 
Consequently, | went along with the feeling that they would keep him out of pain forever. | continued to 
ride the bus to my Dad’s nursing home and sometimes we timed it so that Buddy picked me up on his 
way home. Dad was visibly deteriorating now as the months went by. He was in no pain but had lost 
any interest in anything around him and was growing thinner and thinner. Even though he hardly 
responded to their administrations, | felt he was very well tended to by the wonderful folks at the Manor 
Care Nursing Home. His room mate’s wife was there every day and she kept an eye on Dad and kept me 
informed. 


Once school was out for the summer Buddy really began to slow down. It was evident that he was in 
deep trouble and | called Hospice for help. They were wonderful. They chatted with him for quite a 
while, asking questions and putting him at ease with the fact that they were even there at our house. 
During this interview | was mildly surprised to hear him say that Yes, he would like to have the Last Rights 
of the Catholic Church administered to him if he ever became that sick. He had not attended church 
since | had known him and | probably wouldn’t have given it a thought. A little later on when | did call 
and engage the services Hospice offered, | especially appreciated that they could tell us exactly what to 
expect from one day to the next. With all the medications and equipment used during this time, some 
very frightening, weird things happen. It was so good to be forewarned and know that others had been 
down that same road. With the pain and the meds, his desire for a nice relaxing drink had vanished. He 


began to spend time on the front porch chatting with one or another of our tenants. Friends from 
school were becoming concerned and began to drop by occasionally, ostensibly to discuss the upcoming 
fall semester. He assured them that he would be back, as usual. But toward the end of summer he 
began to suggest they get a substitute to stand in for him, “just for a couple weeks at the beginning of 
the term, you understand.” He still insisted he would soon be alright. 


In late August | phoned his sister, Maureen, to come stay with us as he was getting worse. Having her 
there was a great relief to me and allowed me to run back and forth to see Daddy at the nursing home. 
Also at this time Kim, a registered oncology nurse, was able to come and stay a couple weeks with us. 
This allowed Maureen and | to get away to make certain arrangements and then for Kim and I to do the 
same for Daddy. It was such a weird time. 


As September rolled around some of Buddy’s friends asked if they could come to see him for his birthday 
on Saturday, the 6th. It had been a tradition for him and another teacher who shared the date, to have a 
bit of a celebration at school. | asked Buddy if he’d like to have a few friends over for a little while and he 
agreed. They brought a big poster with signatures and nice sayings from all the teachers and many of 
the students. They attached it to the wall where he could see it. He was, by then, taking a lot of 
morphine and was a little funny acting but they each took a turn at chatting with him and tried not to 
tire him out too badly. | am sure this was the first they realized how sick he was. 


The next day Maureen wondered aloud if we should get in touch with a priest about administering Last 
Rights to him. With this simple statement, reality suddenly sunk in for me. | was going through the 
motions without allowing myself to realize the outcome of all this. Suddenly | remembered his wish to 
receive this sacrament. So Maureen called the church and within an hour there was a priest at our door. 
Buddy was somewhat delirious and questioned the priest about what he was doing, but he did get his 
last rights. Later, as the priest came back into the front room | talked with him a bit and then asked him 
if he would do the same for my father as he, too, was about to make his transition. We also arranged 
that he would do a memorial Mass for Daddy whenever the time arrived. | was in the middle of living 
this bazaar situation, taking care of each thing as it came up. But the expression on that priest’s face, 
and for me, in his voice, made me realize what an unusual situation it was. My Dad and my husband 
both dying at the same time. 


Daddy was failing rapidly. He no longer visited with the other folks or tossed the ball and was refusing 
to eat. All this time, probably even in the 80s when Mom and Dad first moved to Bradenton and later 
when they lived with us in Sarasota, Dad had never really known who any of us were. I’m sure that at 
this point he never recognized the folks who were taking care of him from one day to the next. Every 
time | visited him | was just so thankful that he was at this particular nursing home. Now he was just 
staying in bed but he was never alone. The wife of his roommate, knowing my situation at home, 
chatted and visited with Dad as well as her husband. | think neither of them ever responded to her. She 
was an angel. And the attendants were always close at hand. The last times | saw Dad, he was just 


sleeping. They had asked if | wanted him to have a feeding tube but that was just protocol. He was 
more than ready to let go. When | did get the call one evening, that he had passed, | was told that there 
were several people with him at the time. That was good to know. 


As it happened, Daddy passed Monday September 8 and Buddy passed three days later on Thursday, 
September 11, 1997. His sister, Maureen and I were at his bedside. | later felt that they had a pact to do 
this together and save me from going through it twice. Thank you Daddy and Buddy. May you both rest 
in Peace.. 


By that weekend, all had been arranged. My siblings arrived with many of their family members and 
stayed at a nearby motel. Buddy’s coworkers and friends formed a food brigade and brought enough 
goodies for everyone to enjoy for many days to come. Sunday evening we had a beautiful service at the 
funeral home with some of Buddy’s talented students playing lovely harp and violin music in the 
background. When they finished we played one of his favorite cassettes of Irish tunes. | couldn’t believe 
how many of his students, current ones and past, came to say goodbye to him. He was much beloved by 
everyone. On Monday we had a Memorial Mass for my father at Incarnation Catholic Church followed 
by a little private ceremony in my yard placing his ashes with Mom’s in my Rogers Garden. That 
afternoon we went to Sarasota memorial park for Buddy’s internment as it couldn’t be done on Sunday. 
| so appreciated having so many family members and friends around during that time. They kept me 
busy with all the activities and visiting so | didn’t have to think about the fact that I had just lost my 
father and my husband. As Scarlet said, “l'Il think about that tomorrow.” 


Afterward, as everyone went back to their own lives, Laura stayed on for a couple weeks. She had come 
from California and was between jobs, boyfriends, and living arrangements. She helped me write 
thankyou notes to many folks who had been so great in the previous months. Then we took off for 
California where we searched and found a cute studio apartment for her in San Francisco. She had a 
good job starting in a couple weeks and was very excited about all of this. But meanwhile, we drove to 
Las Vegas to see the sights and spend some time with her Aunt Millie and other family members. After a 
few days visiting with Laura’s paternal grandparents and some of their family we moved on to stay at the 
Luxor hotel at the very end of the strip. One day we rode a city trolley from our hotel to the 
Stratosphere at the opposite end of town. Our driver, born and raised right there, knew everything there 
was to know about Vegas. Although the ride was relatively short in distance, it took about two hours 
but it was so very interesting. His route went to the back of each hotel and he spewed out fascinating 
tidbits the whole time. Another day we flew from Vegas to the Grand Canyon. That was pretty 


remarkable for us. We never did play in the casinos, not even the one armed bandits. Nevertheless, 
Vegas was just such a beautiful and interesting place to hang around. 


Finally Laura had to get back to San Fran and begin her job. | was about to head home myself when my 
friend, Kathi, called to say she was coming out! She said to stay put. She’d be there that evening. So she 
came and we visited for several days. We drove to Red Rock Canyon and a few other points of interest. 
While she played the one armed bandits | spent one whole afternoon, in the Luxor Hotel’s salon getting 
a full body treatment followed by a pretty red drink to sip on as | lounged poolside. This was my first 
visit to Las Vegas, 10 whole days there and | didn’t play in one casino. That must be some kind of record. 
As | flew home | began to realize that neither Buddy nor my father would be at the house when | got 
there. | prepared myself for that by picturing them each ina better place. As for me, | was ready to 
move on. 


Christmas time found me in Ohio with Mick and his family. Their son, Liam, was turning 5, an adorable 
little curly haired guy. We went sled riding and enjoying the winter weather and other outdoor 
activities. Now | was ready to settle down and continue making my own way again. | had no job or 
hopes of getting one with my visual problem. So what did | have? Well, | had Paddington. | still had my 
house and my tenants, | had the SSI check that Buddy had initiated and insisted upon, and 83 dollars a 
month from my own retirement plan. As long as | kept the house full of paying tenants, it would support 
itself. | knew | could make this work. 


Months went by and I was still getting beautiful cards from Buddy’s students and friends who missed 
him. He was a beloved teacher and the kids were not going to let his memory fade away. Each year Pine 
View School decided on a project that the students and their parents would work on together. The 
school itself is a brand new, one story campus with classrooms opening onto a large, circular, green 
space. This year they decided to make a memorial in Buddy’s honor. They built a beautiful gazebo with 
a plaque in his name and placed it in the grass not too far from his classroom door. The kids were 
encouraged to use the area for lunching or studying or whatever. They held a dedication ceremony with 
TV news folks present. It is a pretty addition to the school grounds. | was privileged to be a part of the 
ceremony and so proud of Buddy and his kids. 


Then one day | was called by the school and told that | should come down to the office to sign some 
papers. | had no idea what that was about but figured some things needed finalizing. Once there | 
learned that | was about to receive a pension check from his work. | must have looked pretty surprised 
because then they told me | also would receive part of his Social Security. | couldn’t believe it. This was 
so Unexpected! | always presumed one had to be married ten years or more to receive any benefits like 
this. But, | did not protest. Now | understood why, seven years earlier, | awoke that morning just 
knowing that | was supposed to marry Buddy. | couldn’t have known that he was going to need me 
during his illness and | would be rewarded beyond my wildest dreams. Guardian Angels at work. 


Let me just say, DO NOT EVER DOUBT YOUR GUTT FEELING. Know That You Are Being Spoken To and, 
for goodness sake, Pay Attention! 


1998 thru 2003. On My Own 


Life settled down after the first of the year and | was done Gaillivanting around the country. | was still 
counting my blessings from having known Buddy. He had introduced me to cruising, which was 
fabulous. He had enrolled me with the Library of Congress which allowed me to listen to all the books, 
magazines, and everything else available at this national library, and he had insured my financial stability 
for the rest of my life. | He was there for me and my parents when we really needed help. He was just 
wonderful with them. | could not have handled everything without him. And he left me with the most 
wonderful memories. Now, with some leftover insurance money he had provided, he was about to 
change my life again: | decided to get a computer for myself. My first one. | settled on a Dell desk top. 
This was so exciting. | quickly began keeping daily notes and making lists and put all my rental stuff on it. 
| could type like a whiz but was having a lot of trouble with the cursor thingy. | enlarged the cursor but 
my eyes were playing tricks on me and it was so frustrating to do any research or anything. Then I heard 
of the JAWS program for visually impaired folks and immediately checked into it. This was such an 
innovative way of using the computer that | then had to begin classes at the Lighthouse for the Blind to 
use it. Every single thing | do on the computer is done through key strokes. No mouse! | really do not 
even need a monitor since | don’t see the screen. But this has been a life changer for me. | took two 
series of classes, all the while tinkering with it. | love keeping records of things, making lists and notes 
regarding my tenants and doing some bookkeeping on it. Eventually | began writing my own memoirs 
and even helped a friend put a book together. | can’t imagine being without it. 


Thank you, thank you Buddy. 


The years after losing Mom, Dad and Buddy rolled on. Before long | was back with the living; 
interviewing prospective tenants, digging up my yard, movies with friends and even going out on an 
occasional date. | mentioned earlier that a tenant, Steve, introduced me to his friend, Marion, a woman 
in her 70s whom he described as a mover and a shaker. She was a happy, bubbly lady who visits 
friends in Sarasota from Michigan every year. By this time she had stayed with me several times during 
the winters and we had become great buddies. She had many friends and acquaintances that 
converged in Sarasota each winter and soon she was taking me to all sorts of gatherings and parties. She 
was so full of vim and vinegar, and such fun to be around. Sometimes we would find ourselves meeting 
in the kitchen in the middle of the night. We’d get a snack and sit and chat a while. One of these times | 
was bemoaning the fact that | had gone to work recently wearing green eye brows. | had mistaken the 
dark green eye liner pencil for my brown one. | said | wished that there was such a thing as permanent 
eyebrows-like tattoos. She answered “There is. See? That’s what | have!” She had not only brows but 
also eye liner permanently applied. | was shocked. How cool is that . Sol investigated and found the 
best place around and had it done. To my disappointment, however, after several applications over the 
years, it seems my body absorbs the color and | now have permanent lavender grey eyebrows. Oh well, | 
had let my hair go natural and there is some grey up there also so it’s OK. 


There were many fun and funny things that happened with Marian but my favorite story is what 
happened when | was giving myself a perm. It was mid morning; | was sitting at the table with all the 
perm rollers in front of me and | was rolling my own hair. | am very good at this since I’ve permed, cut 
and colored my own hair since my teens. | was lining my curlers up in perfect rows when Marian came in 
from her errands and saw what | was doing. She proclaimed that | needed help and she will roll the rest 
of it and do the perm. We chatter away as she rolls and then applies the solution. Then she bustles off 
to her room to get ready to meet her friends. As | sit there timing it... oh no! I notice that we had not 
mixed the activator into the solution. Marian, | call to her. We may as well go to the store and get 
another perm and reapply this because it is not going to work with no activator in it. Oh no, no, no! She 
insists she can rub it into each curl real good and it will be fine. | protest and she insists. We’ll give it a 
try. She meticulously rubs and massages the stuff into each rolled curler and then runs off with friends 
and | wait the necessary time. 


My hair is currently one length from the crown to the back of my neck. So it’s very short at the back and 
quite long from the top. | just wanted a little body and wave to it. Well, with my head in the sink | took 
out one of the top rollers. Oh good grief! From the scalp out to the end, it went straight kink, straight 
kink, straight kink etc. Good heavens. now what?! | finished it up and let it dry. In the end my head 
looked like an upside down pyramid. The longest hair stood straight out all around. The shorter hair 
beneath it held it out perfectly. It was so thick that later that day the hairdresser could not get a comb or 
brush thru it. | had it trimmed that day and again two more times that same week. When it was finally 
nearly shaved up the back of my head, the hair stuck up in every direction until it grew out in a couple 
weeks. What a disaster! 


Nevertheless, Marian was a good friend and fun to have around. 


One day when we were having iced tea on the patio listening to the gurgle of the little water fall and 
pond I had recently built, her eyes settled on the aluminum shed at the edge of the yard. It was looking 
pretty sad with its ugly greyness and rusting roof. You really should do something about that shed, she 
said. | told her I’d love to have a pretty new building with lights inside and a real floor and all, but it was 
out of the question at the time. She suggested we just paint it. Oh, we can do that! It would be fun! | 
had so many colors of paint from every room in the house plus all the primary colors from all my outdoor 
accents. Somehow, after first starting that infamous rubber tree next to a ladder, | had painted the 
ladder bright red. Then | put small pots of flowers on each step. Then a whole garden had grown up 
around it with a birdbath and several other plants. Finally | had formed the area in a diamond shape 
with the white concrete scalloped edging. Soon I had acquired a carpenter’s workbench and several of 
Grandpa’s wooden sawhorses. A smaller ladder appeared in the yard and even a porch swing eventually 
made its way to the lower garden. All of these had been painted bright green or yellow or blue or red 
and were scattered in various garden plots throughout the yard. All held potted plants and were 
surrounded with bushes or flowers. Anyway, | had plenty of colors. 


She and | set up a long plank and began filling Styrofoam cups with a little paint. By adding different 
amounts of white to many of them we had a multitude of shades of everything. We then each took one 
side and began with a very, very dark green base on which to draw our plants. Throughout the next two 
days we painted our own versions of flowers and leaves, taking turns on each side and the front, 
including the doors. The roof got a light blue coating in an effort to keep it cooler inside and the final 
product was a work of art! It was adorable. And we had such a fun time creating it. With all the 
elephant ears and other Florida Fauna growing around it, you could hardly tell there was a shed there at 
all. Our masterpiece. 


1998 Hubs 


One day Liz talked me into going with her to a social function. She would never go anywhere alone and | 
felt | was doing a favor and might actually meet some other gals to do things with. It was a singles event 
and | did meet many folks. A couple weeks later we ran into one of the fellows we’d met at that get 
together and soon he and | were doing some daytime errands together and it was fun to get out of the 
house. We ran around for about 10 months and had some fun times but nothing was ever said about a 
permanent arrangement or even about any feelings for each other. However, during the last couple of 
months it seemed to me that he was getting rather mean, frequently displaying quite a case of road rage 
and disagreeing with nearly everything | said. It was no longer fun. Then, as it happened, one day he 
had been exceedingly argumentative as we rode to Fort Myers and back. That evening | finally told him 
that | was not enjoying our relationship and that he really needed to find a gal that liked arguing. | was 
done. He replied quite simply, “OK, you will never hear from me again. 


Well, | wish. | now know what a stalker is. He began driving past my house many times a day, watching 
what | was up to. When one day | had a business appointment with my financial advisor, he saw his car 
in the driveway. Maybe he had even seen the agent arrive with his briefcase, | don’t know. Shortly after 
we began discussing my finances the phone began to ring. He was calling to check up on me. | assured 
him that everything was fine and please don’t call me again. Now the phone rang incessantly while | was 
trying to transact some business with this agent. | let the answer machine take over but his messages 
got nastier and nastier. | turned down the volume so we didn’t have to listen to his rants. Then 
suddenly my front door opened and he slipped a vanilla envelope inside my house. It contained photos 
of happier days. All this while this man is working with me on my finances right there at the dining 
room table. Now this guy gets really alarmed about this lunatic. But, | assure him, he’s really such a nice 
guy! His reply was, Isn’t that what they all say? 


A day or so later this ex friend came knocking at my door. | don’t drive so there was no car around and 
no way for him to know if | was home or not. | did not want to see him so | stayed out of sight. He 
chatted with Paddington through the front window, checked out the kitchen window, went all the way 
around the house checking every window, calling for me and pounding on every door. By the time he got 
around back he was shouting and screaming that he knew I was home and to talk to him. Thank 
goodness everything was all locked up. He yelled for me for half an hour. His craziness did scare me and 
at this point | did call the police. He was gone by the time an officer came to the house. The officer 
called him and warned him that charges would be filed if there were any more incidences. There were 
to be no more phone calls or coming near the house. Now | began receiving cards and gifts. This went 
on for five years! | gave the gifts away because | did not want to respond to him in any way by sending 
them back. And | put the cards and notes in a drawer in case | ever needed them for anything. Thank 
goodness, eventually | felt comfortable enough to simply throw them out. 


Costa Rica 


1998 was flying by and as the holidays approached, Laura and | made plans to go on a trip together. 
Right after Christmas we flew down to Costa Rica for a week. Our travel agent arranged everything and 
gave us vouchers to take care of each day’s activities. We had a wonderful time. After a couple days in 
San Jose, we flew in a tiny plane to the south where we landed in a meadow and then were taken to our 
accommodations at Villa Tecca. This was a nice rustic motel with lots of local foods and music and happy 
people. The taxi drivers always ask us for our bouchers and took us to Beejja Tecca. We were in the 
southern part of Costa Rica and we walked through a forest where lots of cute monkeys followed us 
along swinging from tree to tree and laughing with us. One day we rode with a troop of folks on 
horseback, up a mountainside where we dismounted in a shady little patch and tied the horses to a 
hitching post. Then we all traipsed down a cool, narrow path to the bottom of a waterfall. Weswam in 
that lovely little pool of water to cool off and then climbed back up to the horses. It was a gorgeous day. 
She and | thoroughly enjoyed Costa Rica and the time we had together. 


1999 More Renovations 


The next few years were filled with more improvements on the house. This is about one of them. 
Perhaps this affliction | have comes from my father who was constantly working on improvements to our 
house all through my childhood. | seemed to have the same gene in my system. | enjoy being under 
construction and soon found reason to be there again. So not only had Curt and | doubled the size of 
this house in the 70s, | had had a small apartment built in the 80s, then enlarged that apartment in the 
early 90s, but now, 1999, | was drawing up plans for a lovely, large bathroom for the master bedroom. 
Out the window, right into a dumpster, went one whole bedroom, 3 closets and the entire original 
bathroom from that side of the house. In its place appeared a corner hot tub beneath the two large 
windows, a walk in Roman shower with two shower heads, a private potty area with its own sink, mirror 
and cabinetry. In the main area with the magnificent tub, was a long mahogany cabinet with three 
large gold framed mirrors atop. A gorgeous rosy marble countertop surrounding an oval sink, all with 
gold fixtures. Oh, how | loved soaking in that tub after working out in the sun and dirt. | had little 
candles all along one marble edge and a drink of my choice on the other one, my book to listen to and 
my phone nearby... this was heaven. The cabinets were beautiful dark mahogany and the floor tile had a 
slight rosy tinge. Wrought iron shelves up on the walls held little candles and pretty bottles. A new 
doorway led to my perfect, private office for my new computer, printer and all. When the dust had 
settled and | was loving this change in the house, it began to occur to me that Buddy’s mother’s white 
wicker bedroom furniture was no match for this pretty décor. | bustled down to my favorite store, 
where | got a wonderful discount, and purchased a whole new bedroom suite of the same dark 
mahogany wood. It was all so deliciously wonderful. My private corner of the world was perfect! 


1999 February , California. 


Kim and I, along with my niece Gina, took a trip out to visit Laura in San Francisco. We did touristy 
things like taking a rickshaw ride and eating at The Stinking Rose in China Town where everything had 
garlic in it, even the ice cream! She took us to her favorite German restaurant called Sup AND Couth, 
and to several sidewalk cafes. We even did the deluxe city tour. We crowded into her apartment for a 
couple nights and then we three took a room in a busy downtown San Fran hotel. That, too, was quite 
an experience. Especially with the Monica Lewinski/Clinton Show covering the TV those days. Trying to 
walk up those steep, steep narrow sidewalks to browse in those stores is unlike any place | had ever 
seen. We came upon a theater and decided to check out the current movie; waking Ned DeVine was 
hilarious and | enjoyed the music score so much | bought a CD of it and have totally enjoyed it all these 
years. 


Another day Kim, Gina and | visited Alcatraz while Laura was at work. | had been there before with 
Laura but it was still very impressive and eerie. 


Then one day we three took a tour bus down to Yosemite State Park. As we pulled up to a small building 
at the entrance, our driver went inside to check us in. Or so we thought. It turned out that he was 
getting the latest update on several very gruesome murders that had recently been discovered there in 
the park. We knew nothing about this since we had been traveling and visiting and not caught up to any 
news in the past few days. He seemed satisfied that it was safe to go ahead with our tour and we didn’t 
give it another thought. Our driver was told that they had caught the perp. We were unaware of what 
horrific murders had recently taken place right here in the State Park. In our ignorance and bliss, we 
toured around, enjoying all the sights of this magnificent part of our country. 


Note: 22 years later. Wow! July 2, 2021 


| happened to be watching 20/20 on ABC explaining the facts of this horrible incident. Gads, thank 
Goodness our Guardian Angels were on duty that day. How weird to realize that this had happened right 
as we were in the area. Three ladies, touring just as we were, plus another that lived within the park, 
had been found slain and burned in the trunks of their cars. The crazy guy had been looking and 
watching for random victims. Pretty scary. 


A Lucky Vagabond 


I am so lucky. Never in my wildest dreams did I think | would one day have a passport and leave this 
country. | didn’t even think | would ever want to! But, never say never. how we change. | was 13 
before | spent my first night in a motel and that was with Mom, Dad and my brother Tom, and was just 
barely out of my home state of Ohio. We visited the Mammoth Caves in Kentucky and then back home. 
During my first marriage, there were numerous car trips making a bee line between Florida’s west coast 
and Warren, Ohio, 36 hours straight through, but never involving an overnight at a motel or hotel. 
There were very few other side trips. Years later Buddy came along and suddenly | was introduced to 
almost all of the Caribbean Islands with all their charm and wonderful music. Then he took me to 
Ireland and Scotland. | would have never thought of myself there. But his family and my Mother’s 
family were from that area and it was wonderful to see some of that land and feel their presence. 


Then, as previously mentioned, | found myself in Brazil and later in Costa Rica! Another time | visited a 
friend in Toronto for a few days. We saw a terrific production of “Cats” in an old theater downtown. We 
saw Anne Murray at the Performing Arts Hall and we visited the Canadian side of Niagara Falls. | felt like 
quite the world traveler to be out of my own country. 


Not bad for that little girl from Warren, Ohio. 


Also in 1999, Gina rode from Ohio to visit her mother in law in hospital in Tampa. She borrowed the 
’68 Malibu to run around in while in the area. However, it was stolen from the hospital parking lot 
and was found several days later and had been run pretty hard and put up wet. My insurance 
company deemed it totaled and offered me a pittance for it. It was scratched up a bit around the door 


and trunk locks but I didn’t think it was a total loss. | wanted it back. The women in that office took 
an attitude and got really nasty with me and | battled with them for a couple weeks when they 
refused to let me have my own car. | told them | would put it in my back yard with flower pots in it 
rather than let it go. Daaa. This is the same car that | had refused to ride in back in ’68. | just did not 
like how they were treating me. | called the State Insurance Commission and was assured that they 
could not keep my car from me if | wanted it. So, after they reworked all the paperwork and | showed 
up to collect a little money for the damages, I sweetly told them that I didn’t want the car after all. 
They could keep it. Boy, were they mad! | waited while they reworked all the paperwork again and | 
signed off on it. | don’t do well with know it all smarty pants people with attitudes. 


2000 A new decade and A whole new millennium. 


After all the worry and hullaballoo about the world coming to an end with all kinds of computer 
crashes, here we are on January 1,2000, placidly working on our computers. 


welcome to the beginning of the new millennium. From now on | will be keeping a record of things as 
they happen, not previous things taken from memory. | will be keeping notes in my journal as they 
Occur. Ihave spent The past couple years learning to use this humongous JAWS program as 
mentioned earlier. No doubt it won’t be long before something even better will be developed for the 
visually impaired, but for me, at this time, this is fantastic. 


JAWS means Job Access With Speech 


! My grandfather, who was blind in his later years and unable to read his beloved Louis l'Amour 
westerns, used to sit in his room at our house, listening to these and other books, plus Readers Digest 
on large, 16 rpm hard black vinyl records. We have certainly come a long way! 


So, to continue with this landlady’s saga; 


With my splendid new bathroom taking over one bedroom, | still had two rooms plus the apartment to 
count on for income. January through May brought my winter guest, Marion, back again for the season. 
Part of this year was spent with our good friend, Steve. He had been a tenant here a few years earlier 
when | was married to Buddy and caring for my father. He had, in fact, introduced me to Marion at that 
time. He was a perfect gentleman and a big help with Dad. Now, three years after Dad’s and Buddy’s 
passing, He showed up again to visit Marion and me. We got on well together and began dating. He 
especially enjoyed the water and we often kayaked the intercoastal waterways and rode my tandem bike 
to the beach and downtown to the farmers market and such. That summer he had an opportunity to 
use his family’s time share in Rio de Janeiro. The condo was right on Ipanema Beach. It was wonderful 
as we walked through Rio and down to the water’s edge. We stopped in for a drink in an open air pub 


and learned that the composer of the famous song about the girl from Ipanema sat right here and 
watched a young girl of about 15 pass by every day on her way to the beach. One evening we attended 
a night club show that would remind you of the great dancers and movies of old. The Latin dancing was 
gorgeous with the magnificent costumes and head dresses of huge colorful plumes. We saw the 
enormous Portuguese statue of Christ the Redeemer on Corcovado Mountain, the most famous 
landmark in all of South America. It was truly a wonderful time. | would never have dreamed | would 
one day actually be wandering around in South America! 


In May Curtiss graduated again from U of F In Architecture. This is in addition to his Electrical 
Engineering degree. . In August he came back to Sarasota and took a position in a local firm. He is 
living here in his old room. | love that my house is full. 


Soon it was Christmas 2000. Steve and | were in San Francisco visiting Laura. It was great being there at 
holiday time and good to see her. However things didn’t fare so well between the two of them. plus, 
he and | hadn’t been getting along so well either at this point. Why do some guys have to become so 
bossy? Two weeks later we decided to call it quits. 


2001 January 


| still have my tenants and a persistent love of gardening. And | am becoming a den mother again. In 
the next few years | had quite a variety of folks staying at my house. Long Kim Le, a nice middle aged 
man from Viet Nam, had lived in the apartment for a year or so when he asked permission for his future 
wife to live there also. It seems he was about to follow his family’s wishes and was marrying a young girl 
from his village . She was coming to America to join him. His calm life was shattered as Phoung Le (Fong 
Lee) proceeded to spend all the money he had accumulated and then continued living up to the 
American dream with credit cards. What a mess she was. 


One time | rented the apartment to a nice fellow in the midst of a divorce. Sometimes he had his 
toddler son with him but soon left claiming his father was ill. Maybe he went back to his wife. | dunno 


A very young, newly wed couple from England stayed in the apartment one winter season before 
moving on to greener pastures. Mostly, though, my apartment dwellers were ordinary married couples 
happy to be vacationing in Florida for the winter. The kitchen door of the apartment opened onto my 
patio and quite often we all enjoyed a glass of wine or iced tea and a quiet evening out there. Many 
became friends with whom | still communicate. Inside the house | had rented out three bedrooms. Now 
down to just two. | had had a set of French doors installed that gave me privacy when closed. This gave 
me my own suite of rooms. With the doors open during the day, everyone had access to the laundry 
room and the back yard. For the most part | always had two or three guys. | didn’t mix the sexes 
because they shared one bathroom. And there always seemed to be one of them who took over the job 
of keeping it clean even though they all understood that they were to leave it just as clean as they had 


found it. Guys seemed to take this rule more seriously than most gals did. | personally did not clean up 
after any of them in any rooms. | think sometimes the guys slipped a few bucks to one of them to keep 
an eye on this. It worked well. , everyone was happy. 


There were just a few female renters during all those years. 


Irene with the two adorable pups came from England in response to a job opportunity. She shared my 


home for a couple years until she purchased her own home nearby. 


Another gal, Cobey,would not qualify as a successful tenant. Although I preferred male tenants, both 
rental rooms were available so | decided to accept her. And what a disaster. This episode is relayed 
more fully beginning on P116. 


Some of my other renters include a fellow from New York who was a liquidator for the Service 
Merchandise Mart when they closed their doors locally. He saw my newspaper ad online and called 
from New York for a room. | mention this because it was the first time | rented long distance like that. 
The internet was becoming a reality! 


There was a local, well known architect who stayed for several months while he was going through a 
divorce. He used to lay out his huge blueprints on the dining room table and work on them way into the 
night. There was a fellow from the east coast who had been promoted to the higher echelons of our 
local Ford dealership. He stayed a few months while searching out a home for his family. 


Ted was a gorgeous young man who couldn’t decide what to do with his life. He stayed about a year, 
working at the Ritz making more money than if he did what he had studied for, which was to be an 
Ambulance Emergency Medical tech. 


Jose was an elegant, soft spoken Latino who came back many times to lodge during the winter seasons. 
He was a higher end waiter in a very classy restaurant on one of our keys. He always claimed to be in 
love with my friend Liz, whom he called ‘the beautiful one’ who was about 30 years his senior. 


Michael’s story was a sad one. A nice young man, he was very quiet and worked hard. One day a 
neighbor asked me about him and informed me that he was on the Florida Law Enforcement website as 
a pedophile. | believed him as he explained being falsely accused of such an action but | still had to let 
him go. My neighbor had two little girls and | couldn’t take a chance. Rick, a carpet layer, was a tenant 
for four years as others came and went. Like Larry in the early days, he just lived day to day and week to 
week. There were many others who spent some time at my house and quite a few of them were just 
getting by. Sometimes | felt like my home was a half way house. Some of these guys had never had it so 
good. One actually came to my house after living at the Salvation Army for quite a while. It seemed that 
once they got a room and some companionship from the other fellows, they really wanted to impress 
me and each other. 


| have been told, over the years, that this house had a very warm, relaxing, spiritual feeling about it. 
Although | never experienced this myself, several of my tenants and my daughter have seen an old 
gentleman in the doorway between the kitchen and the garage. . Without realizing it, they had 
described the same vision to me. Each one had this same experience. Hmmmm 


Marion and | once took a jet boat ride from Punta Gorda straight over to Key West to visit her cousin. 
This visit was especially terrific because he was a retired Catholic priest. He had lived there for many 
years and was an eager and knowledgeable guide to all sorts of things about the Keys that are not 
normally on a visitors program. Plus, he performed Mass every morning right there in his living room. 
That was pretty neat. 


Back to renovations...the Last time Kim was visiting me, when she attempted to plug something into a 
wall socket in the living room. The wall was wet! Oh my goodness. Both walls in that corner of the 
living room were wet! One was the kitchen wall and the other was the front of the house. Outside on 
the porch there was water creeping from under the wall! What the heck was going on? The dishwasher 
people came out and said it might be that it had been leaking but there was so much damage under so 
many cabinets that there had to be another problem. This became a job for my home owner’s insurance 
company to handle. They, however, wanted to replace only the damaged part of the old lower cabinets. 
| was not happy with this plan figuring that they could never match the nearly 50 year old Coronet 
cabinets that were in there. But, | began the task of looking for a cabinet repairman. The first one who 
came out asked me a simple question; Who is representing you in this? My ever so intelligent reply 
was, Huh?. He explained to me that | needed someone to deal with the homeowner insurance people 
or | would settle for repaired cabinets. | never thought about going up against what the insurance 
company would allow, but he convinced me to check it out before settling. He gave me the name of a 
fellow who had been an insurance man for many years but now helped people with their dealings from 
the other side. My guardian angel was on the ball when he sent me this particular repairman! | was still 
so naive. | had never heard of, or would even have considered questioning what an insurance company 
offered as a settlement. 


Ultimately | got a fair settlement and then began my search for a kitchen decorator rather than a cabinet 
repairman. After many estimates from guys representing cabinet makers, my friends at the Lighthouse 
directed me to a most wonderful gal who really knew how a woman wanted her kitchen to work. Since 
the floors were white tile, we went with a nice clean white and turquoise motif. Walls were knocked 
out, the old kitchen door to the garage (now part of the apartment) was sealed up and plastered over 
and a six foot tall slide out pantry went into that space. Soon | had hidden garbage & recycle bins, very 
deep pull out drawers to hold pots and pans conveniently, a huge tray under the double sink that slid out 
at the touch of a toe. appliances arrived, and a beautiful turquoise Corian countertop was installed that 
stretched just a bit into the dining area. This modernized and opened up that whole portion of the 
house. And the final touches were the most adorable gold and turquoise pulls on all the new creamy 
white cabinet doors. | had given my gal the outside limit | could spend and she came in right on the 
button. And now my whole house had been beautifully renovated From the apartment to the French 


doors, from the new kitchen, down the tiled hallway, to my new office and gorgeous new bathroom, my 
house was wonderful. | was thrilled. | love Sarasota. | love my neighbors and the neighborhood. | would 
live here in this house until | died. So all new improvements | did to it were well worth it to me and 
simply enhanced the value for when my kids would sell it one day. 


| had my last lesson on the JAWS computer program. Somewhat anticlimactic since | was alone in the 
class. John, Janine and Carlen had each finished their allotted hours previous weeks. | am glad to have a 
break in the routine. | certainly learned a lot and with the tapes | have of my classes, | can find the 
answers to any questions | come up with later. 


Liz and | went out a few times during this summer and met several fellows and were having a nice time. 
One quiet, well mannered, intelligent fellow with very nice credentials was Named Joe. He Taught 
Design for years at a prestigious school in New England and then locally at Ringling Art School. | began 
going to estate sales with him, which is not only his livelihood but his passion. We became good 
friends. He is very sweet , helpful, considerate and everything one would look for in a mate. We dated 
for a while but I felt he was going to be hurt if I let it go on too long because | wasn’t really falling in love 
or anything. | still had the urge to go out and meet other fellows which, if | were in love, | would not do. 
So we talked and ended that part of it but remain friends. | hardly ever see him but feel that when we 
do run into each other we always have fun. He continued to help me finish the work in the kitchen and 
hang mirrors and pictures up in the house when all the construction and painting was done. Too bad | 
didn’t love him. He was just too quiet and sedate. | need someone more alive! 


There was a guy floating around in the background named Al. He is 50, 7 years my junior, lean, tall, 
dark, and what a dancer! The first time | met him we were in the throes of a good jitterbug when He 
said into my ear “When I say jump, you jump up on me!” WHAAAT??! 


He yelled jump and | did, landing with my legs on either side of his waist. Suddenly my feet were straight 
up in the air! Then I slid down the floor beneath him! And then back on my own two feet!! | never 
screamed so loud in all my life. It was wild. The whole dance floor came to a halt 


. We have had some fun times since then. When he dances slowly with me he has this real sensuous 
way of running his fingers verry lightly over my skin. Down my arms, across the back of my neck...never 
anywhere that he shouldn’t touch but just so sexy. Wow 


We never did have an actual date, just dances at the club. 


September 2001. 


Irene and | often took our dogs to places where they could run and play. We had the three of them that 
fateful morning of September 11,2001. we were having breakfast at an outdoor restaurant on Siesta Key 
with the pups sitting nicely under our table. Upon arriving home, Curtiss called from work to see if we 
had the TV on. We sat there the rest of the morning and watched the horrible devastation of the twin 
towers in New York City, not quite comprehending what we were seeing. When Curtiss got home later 
that day he announced that he definitely was making the move to New York ASAP! he had been so 
anxious to move there where Haley lived before this and now he was even more determined to get up 
there and be a part of her life. this incident was the catalyst. He gave notice at work and within a couple 
weeks had moved out. He and Haley are close and I hope everything works out for them. 


At this same time Laura decided she had had enough of San Francisco and wanted to move to Portland, 
Oregon. This follows a year of making no income from her job as headhunter in the tech field. The 
bottom had fallen out of this industry completely and she had used up everything she had accrued 
waiting for the turnaround. So she was behind the 8 ball financially as well. So now | had the two of 
them wanting to move across country with no money. Using my long standing equity loan | helped each 
of them relocate and get settled. Luckily | was able to keep my rooms and the apartment filled for the 
next few years while | paid back my loan. What’s a Mother to do? | felt fortunate to be able to help 
them out. 


As | read this over | realize that it seems as though my kids took unusual advantage of me, but | don’t 
feel that is the case. | always felt bad that their father and | could not take care of, or even help out with, 
their college educations. He had pretty much checked out of their lives even though he said he would be 
there if they needed anything. Neither of us actually had anything but bills at that time. Young Curtiss 
had worked his way through years of college while, unbeknownst to me, continuously getting deeper in 
debt. At this point, | felt grateful to be able to help a bit. 


Kim, who had suffered that massive head injury when she was 7, and had an ample settlement from it, 
was able to complete 5 years in college and enjoy her life as an oncology nurse. 


Sept 19, 2001 just 8 days after that horrific attack, | was in the hospital with my dream about to come 
true. | had breast reduction work done and was totally thrilled. Suddenly | was back to the size and 
shape I had been in high school. | was 57 and | nearly felt like a teen ager again. My biggest regret was 
only that | hadn’t been able to do it all those years ago. 


Regardless of so much trauma in their lives, we had a truly lovely holiday season here. Thanksgiving was 
in Alachua with Kim and family. Irene and | drove up with our pups and stayed at the Ramada. We girls 
did a movie one evening and it was a HAPPY time. 


Then Christmas at my house; both Curtiss and Laura were home for a while. Kim and her family, and a 
couple friends were present for dinner. Also, the girls had some time with their dad and maybe got a 
few things across to him. They felt good that they were both on the same page in this and are much 


more able to communicate between themselves lately. | might add that last spring Kim and Laura met in 
Colorado for the sole purpose of resolving some of their differences. It seemed to do a ton of good. 
They have since been able to talk and e-mail each other much easier. What a pleasure that is! Actually 
this is what made my Christmas so fabulous this year. The lack of tension and the sense of camaraderie 


was terrific. 


Though exactly one year apart in age, these two are as different as day and night in many ways. 


It has been 31 years since that horrific accident at the rec center that disfigured Kim’s beautiful face and 
made her life, and all of ours, much different than they might have been. But she is strong, and 
determined. She has been a much loved and admired oncology nurse these past 15 years. | cannot tell 
you how great it is to see my kids all getting along, finally! 


That brings me to the one guy that truly interests me. His name is Don. We met just before Christmas, 
introduced by a mutual friend at the Summer House. | was immediately taken with his whole happy 
persona. He is not tall, dark or handsome. In fact, in the nightclub lighting | could not even see what he 
looked like. But he smiled and talked to everyone, had such self assurance and was happy to be there. 
Eventually he worked his way over to me and we talked for a bit. Right in the middle of chatting with 
him | was totally overwhelmed with the strangest feelings. Dizziness, even. | needed to catch my breath 
so | suddenly excused myself to go to the rest room. Who is this guy and what in the world is happening 
to me, | wondered. When I came back to the floor he was dancing with Liz. He seemed pretty interested 
in her and | was glad for her. You know, what is meant to be will be. 


And so ends 2001. Onward to’02! . 


2002 January. 


One evening Don was at the Summer House again. He had never followed up with Liz and nothing came 
of that so when he seemed very attentive toward me | was quite eager to spend some time with him. 
We talked a little and danced a lot. He did assure me that since he was about to turn 60, he felt he had 
10 good years to enjoy life and play. Of course my connotation of enjoy life was different from his! 
Nevertheless, | looked forward to running into him again. Gradually | learned that he has tons of money 
and really does like to play. He travels a lot and is always coming or going. He seemed interested in me 
in that he called every few days and stopped by for a few minutes whenever he was in the 
neighborhood. Finally one day after a brief stopover in which he gave me this whopping big kiss; | told 
him he was a big tease. What do you mean? ? He was incredulous. . | said; You come by for 10 
minutes and go away for weeks! That’s a tease! Shortly after that he invited me out on a proper dinner 
date. Wow! That evening | was an absolute princess. Adream come true.... He really knows how to 
treat a gal. He FED me this wonderful steak dinner, bite by bite, with chopsticks! would you believe! 
Then we went dancing and It was all so sweet. | felt by this time that he really did like me, but | had the 
feeling he didn’t want to get too involved with anyone. Just wants to play. | stay aware of that fact 
because | know | cannot change him. Time will tell. 


February. 2002 


Last Friday was a really fun day. | woke up thinking of riding the roller coasters at Bush Gardens! Don 
popped into my mind and so | called his cell and left a plaintive message about needing to be in Bush 
Gardens asap and what was | going to do?!! He called back immediately laughing. He said we could go 
the week after next as he had company coming this week. He wondered if | would be out this evening 
and | wasn’t sure because | have a bandage on my cheek from having a skin cancer removed two days 
ago. He said to go out and guys would still ask me to dance. He knew just what to say to make me feel 
good. Two hours later he called and said that since | was infirmed maybe I’d like to get out for lunch. Of 
course | would! He brought a beautiful yellow rose and we went to the Oaks bbq. We spent the 
afternoon together goofing around. He assured me that the bandage on my face was fine and to go 
ahead and go out that evening. Later, when Liz and | arrived at the Summer House he was just two cars 
behind us and began doing whistles and cat calls. What a character. He walked in with us and we were 
together the whole time. Liz and her friend, Lee, said later that he surely looked like he was in love! It 
was wonderful. And he said | looked like five million bucks! However, true to form, he had other plans 
for later and was to meet some folks at 10:30 that evening. | always feel that he is afraid of getting too 
close. Once | realized he had another commitment, the rest of my evening was rather flat. 


Reader, | won’t bore you with several pages of his antics but suffice it to say that this was not a 
partnership that was going anywhere. We were from two different worlds. The next several months 
with him were as disappointing as they were exhilarating. 


One morning | had an appointment with Walter who is doing healings on my eyes. Joe had arranged 
this appointment since | haven’t had one in several weeks. He picked me up to go to his house. | was 
the last of four and when completed Joe and | sat having coffee and talking. Several months ago we had 
broken up what we had going. He is a terrific guy and a wonderful lover , but | felt no commitment to 
him and needed for him to know that. We remained friends but hardly saw each other lately except for 
these few healing sessions. He had a new girlfriend but Now WAS indicating that all is not a bed of roses 
with her, and giving these little signals of things to come...... 


So anyway, that Saturday morning after coffee we had the most delicious roll in the hay ever! He was so 
loving and cuddly. We were both very surprised at the sheer joy of it! 


Then, of course, the next day the questions and doubts set in. What is going on? He is certainly much 
better for me than Don would have been. Joe seems more trustworthy, fine, well built, and who knows 
what else once he would get really involved. | bet he would be terrific. He just seems too quiet and 
boring. Would he change??? 


(Doncha just hate these critical analytical moments?) 


Late March ‘02. 


Lots has been happening since last | wrote. My sister Bunny and Jerry from upper Illinois, visited me for 
a few days. We had a good time together. My apartment dwellers finished their month yesterday and 
went back to Ohio. This is the second time they have stayed with me during the Cincinnati Reds spring 
training. Really nice people. Tomorrow | start an ad to fill the apartment again. 


Liz and | continue to go out on Tuesday and Friday evenings and meet some interesting 
characters. We dance with Cody, a six month resident from Canada. Rather goofy in his shyness. | 
spent several dance evenings with a cowboy named Chris who never takes his hat off but does a mean 
triple step. He was loads of fun and really very sweet. | danced with a guy named Leo who did a lot of 
country dancing at the barn up on US41. He showed me some new steps and we went out a couple 
times. 


All this time, in my own mind, | am still involved with Don. Dang it! He was gone for two weeks so | 
kept busy meeting others. He called the day he arrived back in town and of course | fell right back in 
place! There certainly is something about him. So one day while having lunch together at the Ritz | 
mentioned that | had looked him up online and saw lots of his business dealings and stuff. He asked if it 
showed his pending divorce. | calmly replied that it probably wouldn’t show up until it was finalized. So 
that explains why he seems to want to stay uninvolved. This could become a messy thing even though 
he has a prenup. People can get cranky when there is a lot at stake. | didn’t question too much about it 
but it was good to have it spoken of. Now he’s gone for a couple weeks again. 


Oh Dang it! | didn’t mean to spend any more time and energy thinking and writing about Don. It’s a no 
win situation. 


One day Joe and! did the estate sale circuit, lunch, some shopping and finished with a milk shake at 
the diner. It was a beautiful day. Tomorrow is Friday, no plans. Saturday l'Il meet up with an old 
girlfriend from years ago. That should be interesting. 


Joe and | still have a comfortable friendship. We can shop and dine and goof around, even a pleasant 
tryst now and then, and just enjoy each other. He knows about Don and he, himself, has had a girlfriend 
for some time. 


May 2002. Don’s back and we got together one afternoon. A nice little home coming. 


The next evening he met Liz and me at Kirby’s and we danced a lot. He brought me home but couldn’t 
stay, so dropped me off. He was very sweet but, again, what the heck does he have to do at 11 O’clock at 
night. Something about Bailey, his dog. That ticked me off. It was too weird. Then I did not hear one 
word from him for 8 days. This feels like the beginning of the end. 


Then he and I| had another lovely evening together. Little by little I’m getting to know him. Also in these 
small increments | am realizing this will be fun for a while but nothing permanent. We are of different 
worlds. We went out around 6 pm and met several of his friends at happy hour at the Crescent Club. 
Don talked of Thailand and his plans to return in August for 6 weeks or so. Oh goody , | really needed to 
know that. Maybe he needed me to know that. 


Later we ate a sumptuous dinner at Pad Thai. He fed me the soft spring rolls and lettuce laden with 
something wonderful. This followed by Duck pad Thai. Delicious. My first Pad Thai experience. Then 
we went to Ballentine’s and danced a bit. He was, again, very attentive and grew progressively more 
horny. It was fun and we probably made fools of ourselves on the dance floor. 


Then, Two weeks passed with no word from him. Well, what the heck! I was upset to think 
he had left without even calling me. One morning I left him a short message and he called me 
soon after and we had a nice conversation like nothing had ever happened. He said he’d call the 
next day and we’d make plans for the weekend. So Friday I stayed around waiting for him to 
call and for the bug man to arrive at 5:30. The bug man arrived but no word from Don. At 6 I 
phoned him and he chatted 90 miles an hour. Was he on something? I said quietly ”you were 
going to call me”. He answered, equally quietly, I forgot But, I am making a reservation for 
tomorrow night for dinner and we’ll go somewhere afterwards. O k? I said that would be nice. 
He was doing something with his friend John this evening. Ultimately, I was sitting with Lisa at 
Ballentine’s when suddenly Don was there asking me to dance!! Stupid schoolgirl that I am, 
I’m all happy again. So we danced very, very close and got way overheated and had to leave. 
We had a super nice evening and he stayed till 4 am, saying he would pick me up at 6 tonight 
for the date we had previously arranged. That evening, Saturday, he picked me up at 5:45 and 


We had a wonderful dinner at Galileo’s. Lobster Portobello mushroom hors d’ oeuvres and 
Chilean sea bass. It just melts in your mouth. We talked of many different things and I 
mentioned the possibility of seeing Celine Dion in Vegas next spring. He had said something a 
while ago about seeing her in November when he would be there, but I had recently heard that 
she wouldn’t be there until the next March. I just thought that since we both enjoyed her on a 
CD ofher with Andrea Bocelli (WHICH HE HAD GIVEN ME) I would really love to see her 
and maybe do that roller coaster that he had mentioned was at the top of the Stratosphere 
Restaurant there in Vegas. His reply was that he had a very busy year coming up! He listed a 
bunch of things and places he would be visiting, etc. Obviously I don’t play a part in any of his 
plans. That really iced me down. I could see where this was going. 

We continued with this lovely meal and since it was too early to hear Omni we went to the Ritz 
for a glass of wine. I asked to see the Penthouse again. I figured this would be my last viewing 
of it. Soon we had a whole crowd of people from the bar who wanted to see it. After one more 
glass of wine, we came home and gave each other a parting gift. I don’t expect to hear from him 
again. He will probably leave town in a few days. Finally I feel released and now I don’t even 
want to see him again. 


June 2002 
| left Sarasota on May 29 to visit Laura in Portland, Oregon. The day before | left he called and asked 
when Id be back from my trip. He expected to be in Sarasota on the 12" or 13°". 


Damn! | thought, and even half hoped, that we were done. But here | go again! 


Anyway, | had a lovely time in Portland with Laura. We walked the neighborhood and went to the 
famous Rose Festival. We rode amusement rides and just had a wonderful day together. We drove to 
Cannon Beach on the coast one day. | was surprised to see such a beautiful, sandy beach there. | 
expected only rocky shoals and cliffs. It was very cold, though, and we ended up browsing in the cute 
village shops. | met her friend Theresa, and enjoyed a cookout with her family. . 


Next, | was meeting Nancy & Bob in Rapid City, South Dakota where they were volunteering at Custer 
State Park all summer. On that flight | chatted with a fellow named Milt seated beside me and we had 
quite a conversation. He could tell, of course, that | didn’t see very well. He does Reiki and was very 
interested in trying to help me with this method of healing. we exchanged phone numbers and he said 
maybe he could come to Custer State Park for a day while | was there. | was going to stay at the lodge 
since Nan & Bob would be living in their rig and working most days. They had invited me out to see how 
wonderful it all was. | was so excited to be there, traveling on my own and all. They picked me up and 
we got to my lodge around 10 pm. The next days were filled with the beauty and wonder of Nan’s back 
yard. She had 70 thousand acres of yard with no mowing or weeds to pull! We drove through buffalo 
herds, saw Mount Rushmore, and lots of wild animals, large and small. | rode a helicopter with Bob 
around Mount Crazy Horse. We hiked a little and ate lunch out on the rocks by a lake. One day while 
they had to work, Milt came over from Rapid City and we went on a hayride& cookout. We were issued 
neckerchiefs and western hats and all sang cowboy songs and had fun. It was a really cool day. While 
there, | ate Buffalo steak, buffalo stew and buffalo sausage. Mmmmm yummy. 


Oh yes ... The Reiki did nothing. 


| flew home after 8 days. My flights were interesting. Three flights, each one involving a change of 
planes. | had bought a white cane so that | could more easily get help from the airline personnel. 
Everyone was really nice and even passengers helped me around the airports some of the time. It was 
quite easy and an altogether enjoyable trip. Loyd and my grandsons collected me at the airport and they 
even brought me flowers! Sweet. By 10 pm the boys were asleep and Loyd had gone fishing 


. | was half unpacked and checking my emails when the phone rang. Guess who. Aw Geez. Don had 
flown in earlier and was now at a function nearby at Michaels on East. Anyway | said why not? So he 
came over and we visited a bit. As he left he said he’d call me in a day or so. | knew that by Saturday his 
family would be in town so figured l’d hear from him or see him before that. This was Tuesday evening. 
Well, | didn’t hear from him at all. On Monday he was going back to DC. At 4:20 that afternoon | was 
showing a rental room to a fellow, when the phone rang. It was Don, he had missed his flight, Harry is in 
town, going to dinner, Harry has a friend and would | like to go? He’d pick me up at 6. Then, just before 
ringing off, he said : wear something sexy... 


. This one sentence just ticked me off! | didn’t know what to say. Obviously he just wanted a pretty girl 
on his arm. My response was: Ya, | think | have a sack dress | can wear. He said “What!? He actually 
sounded incredulous. | just replied, Oh never mind. All kinds of thoughts ran through my head and | 
went along with it. But then, after this potential tenant left, | phoned Don back. He didn’t answer so | 
left a message that | couldn’t make it. Six o’clock came and went, he never called to see what was up. In 
fact he has still never bothered. 


The rest of June went by quietly. | ran ads to rent a room most of the month without success. 


One evening when | rode out to Ballentine’s with Leo | met his friend Roland. They have known each 
other for years. We all had a nice time chatting. 


A couple weeks later Leo and | stopped by Ballentine’s and Roland was there again. He joked around a 
bit with us and he definitely thought we were an item and made some teasing remarks about us being 
lovebirds and such. Geez! 


So, the next time | saw Roland | set him straight. We talked quite a bit and | was impressed with his 
caring nature. He is really a nice person. | assured him that Leo and I were not, and had never been, an 
item. Just friends, really just acquaintances. | assured Him that Leo was trying to teach me some 
western dance steps at that big barn nightclub up on US41 and we’d get a bite to eat afterward. And 
that was it. Evidently Leo had implied that we had a flaming affair going on. 


“Oh my God! | don’t even like to slow dance with him! And | have never kissed him! 


So that was the end of exaggerating, or lying Leo. 


July 2002 


About this time, JP’s nightclub opened and throngs of people are checking it out. Lisa and | also 
checked it out after attending a wedding. It is beautiful and spacious with a large dance floor! But the 
music needs worked on. This house band likes jazz and there’s no way to dance to that. In the next few 
days | was at that club a couple times with friends and it was packed. Roland happened to be there so | 
danced with a couple guys a little. Roland and | have spent some time together these last few days. 
He’s had some difficult times in his life and also has achieved some good things. He is a Viet Nam Vet 
and came back with a pretty messed up psyche. After twenty years he finally received some good 
counseling and has come a long way. He is calm and content with his life and happy with things. | grow 
a little more fond of him each day.... 


Last week | went with him to Tampa to the flea market where he sells tee shirts. He has quite an 
operation going on. | met some of his coworkers and friends that also have booths there. He has such 
a warm, tender heart and is so caring of others. So loveable. 


Then on Monday we went to Orlando to Universal Studios and Amusement Park. We both wanted to 
test the coaster: The Hulk. We had such a terrific time that we could hardly believe it. We stayed at the 
beautiful Portofino inn. ! It was gorgeous. We enjoyed their bar and several restaurants on the water. 
We talked all evening. We just get along so well. We swam in the pool and used the adult slide many 
times ! What fun being a kid again. The next day, back at the park, we found out that because we 
stayed at this facility we could use the express lane and go into any amusement without waiting in line! 
What a treat! So we had the front row in each theater type show. And no hour long wait for the rides. 
Terrific. We stayed an additional night. We were both surprised that we had such a wonderful time 
together. He is working his way right into my heart. 


| thought of Don only once during this time and got that little flicker inside that | usually get. | still can’t 
understand my feeling for him but it must be a remnant from some previous life because it sure isn’t 
anything he did in this go round! However, Roland has begun to cause these same feelings but with 
merit. It felt good to think of him, Roland, and get warm fuzzies. We don’t spend every day or night 
together, which is good. He works the weekend thing and it takes a lot out of him. He makes good 
money, though, and likes what he’s doing and enjoys being his own boss. He is committed to this 
business and is a happy camper 


Last evening we went to JB’s for a pizza and drinks. Two guys came in, one of them Leo. It was 
inevitable that this would happen. Remember that | was with Leo the evening | first met Roland . | know 
Leo wanted there to be more between us but there never was. Now he sees Ro and me together, acting 
somewhat familiar. I’m glad | couldn’t see his face well enough to read it. 


O K. Change of topic: 
It’s time for Gail to blow off some steam! Hoo boy! 
This is about my most un favorite border. 


After running several ads early the summer of 2002, | finally rented a room out to A gal of about 24 
named Coby. She came with an adorable Cocker Spaniel. They are both very cute. Coby’s mother 
brought her here and helped get her settled in. Maddy and Paddy got along well. Coby had a nice job at 
a high end beauty shop downtown and planned to get a second job quickly in order to replace her car 
which had recently died. 


When Coby’s Mom paid her initial rent for her, | should have recognized a clue as to what to expect. . It 
was a warning sign. 


She seemed so sweet but right off the bat she broke the first rule of the house. No overnight guests. | 
always made this very, very clear in each interview. | would be renting a room to one person, not two. 
Other people lived here also, and they deserved their privacy. Each room had only a twin size bed in it 
which | thought would deter anyone from breaking this rule. | had explained that there would soon be 
another gal renting the other room and at that point they would be sharing the bathroom. We didn’t 
need extra people in the hallway or showing up for breakfast. | didn’t want all the drama and intrigue 
that extra people would cause. Even so, | believe She had company overnight from the very beginning. 
She had several male friends and spent a good deal of time on the phone with them. 


While | was away one week she cleaned house, scrubbing kitchen cabinets, cleaning the tile floors 
throughout, and dusting everything. A nice surprise to come home to: But | have reason to be 
concerned. | think she likes alcohol a little too much and now she knows where mine is. 


Toward the end of August she thought she was going to marry one of her beaus and live in Orlando ina 
new house. Then that fell through and she practically quit paying rent! 


Most evenings she has friends over or goes out till very late and | fear that this may be a need of hers. 


The nice job she had at a downtown salon lasted only a few weeks. She has had many jobs in the last 
two months. She now pays her rent in 30 dollar increments as she earns it at a restaurant. This is not 
looking good. Now she owes for Sept and still 100 dollars on August. This isn’t helping me at all. So she 
spent several days getting her head on straight and now is determined to get a job and catch up. She has 
a few problems to deal with but maybe she can handle them. 


A little later... 


Coby started a new job at a veterinary clinic . She also started on Paxil recently. We’ll just wait and see. 
Give her a chance. She is very hard to talk to. She does all the talking and hears nothing. Last evening 
she was pretty snotty to Roland and | am sure she’d be that way to me also if she didn’t need a place to 
live and | hold the keys. 


Still later... 


Well, | believe she had guests from the very first night. Always guy friends but not always the same guy. 
It seemed she could not be alone. She was a very attractive girl, full of energy and very yakkety. | woke 
up one night to someone chatting and laughing out on the patio, right outside my window. She was on 
the phone at 2 am. talking and laughing at full volume! Evidently none of her friends were available to 
spend the night with her. Then one bright and sunny afternoon | stepped out to the patio and there she 
sat in her barely there underwear, chatting on her phone. | had to point out that there were neighbors 
right across the yard. It didn’t phase her. 


Another day while Ro and | were working at the kitchen counter, this little twirp came from her room 
and wandered down the hall toward us, on her way to the shower, in nothing but her birthday suit. My 
friend was speechless. Over the next few weeks | noticed my little stash of wine and special bottles of 
rum and other liqueurs Buddy and | had purchased while on cruises, was disappearing. Several times she 
mentioned that | wasn’t providing her with a phone line for her computer! All this while falling more 
and more behind in her rent. In three months she had started 4 or 5 different jobs. She was now paying 
me a few dollars each evening from her tips at a restaurant. 


One day she sidled up to me and asked if we could have a meeting. Meeting? What do you want to talk 
about, let’s talk now. | answered. She said, Well, | have some issues to discuss with you and | need about 
an hour or so. Can we talk Sunday morning? 


Issues!? I’m thinking. You think you have issues? But I just said Sure, What time on Sunday? We 
decided on 9:30. That morning she, along with her mother, finally showed up at about 9:45. Seeing the 
mom, | wondered aloud, Wow, do I need a lawyer or something? They both smiled and said no | didn’t. 
So we had iced tea and sat at the dining table for a chat about issues. As she sat there running her 
fingertips back and forth along the edge of the table, she proceeded to list all her grievances. 


She says I’m on her phone line with the computer too much. Her phone line? She said | have house 
guests and so the bathroom is crowded and also, the rent is way too high for this tiny claustrophobic 
room. She pointed out that there were lots of little houses she and her girlfriend could rent for the same 
amount of money as her room. She was forgetting that she had an entire house right here, with no 
utility responsibilities, if she could just follow a few rules of consideration. When she was done | gently 
reminded her that the phone line, located in the hallway, not in her room, was my computer line and she 
could use it evenings when | wasn’t on it. | reminded her that I had mentioned in our very first interview 
that | was going to rent the second bedroom and then she’d share the bathroom full time with another 
female. Meanwhile, no one else was using it. | gently explained to her, and to her mother, that she has 
been rather trying as a house partner. Since she came here she sort of assumes certain privileges. Like 
one day | realized that she simply lets herself into my office and makes herself right at home. | would 
think that first of all a real person would ask permission to use someone’s computer. Secondly, when she 
saw that it is set up for me, a visually impaired user, and has a particular program on it for speech, that 
maybe she should not touch it. But no, she just charged right ahead and used it. Then, when I had the 
office door locked so she couldn’t enter it she simply went around and THROUGH MY own BEDROOM! 
Some guts she has. 


| mentioned to her and her mom that | had to hide all my booze. Once she learned where it was she 
simply helped herself. 


After listening to all her grievances and knocking them off one by one, | assured her that all this was a 
moot point because | was totally done with the situation. | suggested that she and her girlfriend should 
go ahead and get one of those houses and we could give each other two weeks notice as of today. Let 
me insert here that at the beginning of her dissertation she had assured me that of the S800 she was 
past due, in just 4 months residence, she had $400 of it in cash this day as | had requested. Now, after 
my statement, she suddenly has only $200 for me. Even her mother was shocked at this blatant lie. 
Consequently she paid 200 and her mom duplicated it. Now she is only 400 in arrears. | didn’t see any 
reason in this discussion to point out my own issues. Like her dog shitting on and wetting every rug | 
have and tearing up the lights out back ona regular basis, using my laundry soaps, food, and other 
necessities, Having a foul mouth when it suits her and being very moody and nasty. Who needs it! 


November 2002 


Well, it’s never boring. Continuing the Coby saga. It seems that the day we had our issues meeting, 
she was already done with that nice job at the vets. | shocked her when I gave her two weeks notice 
so she could find somewhere else to live. Suddenly she was on the phone looking for work and 
housing. Then one afternoon as | was reading out on the lanai, she cozied up to me, turning on all 
her cutsie charms. She coyly asked me if | am really going to put her out at the end of two weeks. | 
replied quite frankly that Yes, | feel we have an agreement that is best for both of us. She jumped off 
that sofa like a hot potato! 


So she moved out, taking a few odds and ends of mine and leaving me with her dumb gold fish. 


Ahhh. That feels better! 


On Monday | leave to attend a reunion in Ohio. | may not get back to you till next month. Then I’Il have 
lots to tell! 


August 2002 40th High School Reunion. 


In early August | flew to Ohio to visit my brother, Mick, AND FAMILY in Kent. My second excursion alone 
The day AFTER MY ARRIVAL He and | and 9 year old Liam took off for Cedar Point. Roller coasters 
Galore! | mean that whole park is coasters! | believe some of them were old familiar ones from other 
parks inthe country. It was a dream come true. We met up with our brother Steve and his three girls 
who had driven down from Michigan and we had a terrific reunion. A happy captive audience for 
visiting while waiting in the lines for the rides. It was so good for all of us to have that much time in such 
a fun situation. A perfect way to visit with children. Liam and Carly, both 9, love these thrill rides. Sarah 
14, and Jen 16, had a great time also, flirting with all the guys in line with us. It was so good to see 
everyone. We spent 12 hours at the park and got home at 1 in the morning. 


The next day we went to a local neighborhood park where Maureen and | relaxed in the grassy bank 
while Liam and Mick swam in the lake. She had not gone to Cedar Point with us but had had a busy day 
at work and then a shower that she was committed to. She doesn’t enjoy the rides so much and this 
worked out nicely. 


| had a unique experience the next morning at their house... | awoke to find everyone gone to do their 
thing. | found some coffee and took my phone out on the porch to make a couple calls. The coffee did 
its job and soon | needed to find my way back inside to the ladies room. Well, guess what! | was locked 
out! Oh great. | made a couple calls and left a message at Mo’s work in case she got there soon, and | 
tried to have someone e-mail Mick at his work but realized | had only his home info . | didn’t even know 
exactly where he worked! Ultimately | ended up in the bushes and weeds behind their garage! Can you 
imagine?! Of course as soon as | had accomplished this wondrous deed, Mo drove up the driveway with 
donuts for everyone! Oh boy. 


The next leg of this trip took place in my hometown, Warren, Ohio. One of my classmates hosted several 
gals attending from out of town with asleep over weekend for our 40th anniversary of our hi school 
graduation! It was interesting that even though | never felt particularly close to anyone in my class in 
those days, it was wonderful to see each and every one of them now! | always got along with everyone 
but didn’t run with any particular group during the high school years. | sort of felt that | was from the 
wrong side of town from my grade school chums and when I went out with them once or twice in high 
school, they seemed too sophisticated or something. | remember that they were smoking in the car one 
time and | hated that and never went out with them again. Geez, what a prude | was! In retrospect, this 
was pretty weird since my own Mother always smoked Lucky Strikes and you’d think | would follow that 
example. 


But My real life all through high school was at the local roller rink. Some of those guys were older and 
they were new to me. It was thrilling to meet someone different each week. Eventually | met and fell in 
love and married one of them. 


Anyway, back to this reunion. Our first get together was on Friday evening, drinks and hors d’oeuvres. 
Ten minutes into it this guy comes up to me and tells me how | turned him down to go to the senior 


prom! What?! | had never remembered this in all these years. Guys never paid any attention to me in 
school. Plus, | was all wrapped up in dating Curt through the senior year and assumed everyone knew 
about that. But, after thinking about it, | sort of remembered that someone had asked me and that | 
had replied that | couldn’t go with him and that | was engaged to be married in September! He says | 
broke his heart! How could | when | had never even spoken with him in school? He was never in any of 
my classes so | just didn’t even know him. But the sad thing is that at least three times during the next 
two days his twin brother made a point of telling everyone how much his bro had been infatuated with 
me and how | caused him many sleepless nights and all that stuff. Now I hear that he has a drinking 
problem. | am not taking credit for that!! 


Another weird thing that happened was that Joe, a really nice classmate with a wonderful sense of 
humor whom everyone always liked, came up to me in a funny state of shock exclaiming that he saw me 
and thought | was some girl he had dated a few years ago. Said | looked exactly like her. He said at first 
he thought Mary, the organizer of the reunion, had invited his old girlfriend for some reason. | was 
flattered that he would date someone that looked like me. What a hoot. Fun, but weird. 


So we had drinks and mingled all evening, catching up with each other. Saturday morning | did 
breakfast with four more classmates that had just arrived in town and then there was another function 
that afternoon at Mary’s house. Saturday evening we attended a dressy dinner with even more 
classmates. What a good time that was. We had a couple more gals at Pat’s house that night and our 
slumber party was complete. Everyone cleared out early Sunday morning either to attend our 
childhood church, Saint. Mary’s, or to get an early start on their trip home. Thank you Mary, for putting 
together such a terrific reunion. 


my niece, Gina, picked me up from Pat’s and | spent the next few days with her and her new hubby, Bob. 
He seems like a nice guy and they are well suited. He has done tons of remodeling to their house and is 
a hard worker. Right now he is doing two jobs, eight hours each, daily. He’ll kill himself. 


Later that afternoon the best part of this whole trip came to pass: my oldest and best childhood 
sweetheart, Dave, picked me up from Gina’s to go to lunch. We haven’t seen each other in43 years! | 
can remember him in third grade with his lovely blond wavy hair and black rimmed glasses, sitting way 
across the class room from me. He was adorable, but | don’t think he was aware of my existence at that 
time. He switched schools at some point and | lost track of him. But | had never forgotten him. Later, 
when I was 15, we saw each other at a church hop And it seemed he remembered me also. After 
several embarrassing false starts, we did have a good time for a year or so and then, sorry to say, we 
broke up for some dumb reason. 


Years past-life went on. 


Finally last year | was uninvolved and | contacted him and we talked on the phone a few times and 
made arrangements to see each other while | would be in Warren. We planned to meet for drinks one 


afternoon. It started out pretty tentatively, and then became easier. We were at the Olive Garden and 
we talked for three hours. He took me back to Gina’s and suggested we have a beer one day before | 
return to Florida. | was a little surprised that he wanted to get together again because now | knew he 
has a long time, live in, girlfriend and they seem to have a good thing going. | didn’t want to cause any 
trouble between them; it was just so great to see him and chat a while. The next evening he picked me 
up and we spent four more hours chatting. We talked about everything from A to Z. | think we both felt 
we had missed the boat. He asked why | never got in touch with him before. So many years had 
passed... We covered a lot of ground and had some laughs, but it was getting late and | suggested he 
get me back to Gina’s. He struggled with his seat belt, delaying starting the car. He said: This is hard. | 
said: Dave, what do you want to do? He said: | want to talk with you more, | want to talk all night with 
you, | want to hold you.” 


... He took me back to Gina’s. It just could not have worked out at this time. Just too late... 


While in Warren that week | ate at the hot dog shoppe twice. It’s an institution by now, over 50 years at 
this one site, and you are practically required to eat there if you are visiting the town. One day Gina and 
| took Toni Capito (Antoinette) out to lunch near my high school. Toni was our babysitter and still lives 
across the street from my old house. | hadn’t seen her in many years. It was good. Also spent some 
time with Gina’s mom, Myrna, my ex sister in law. She looks great. It was nice to see her also. It’s fun 
renewing friendships. 


| flew back to Sarasota and Roland picked me up with flowers in his arms. 


Still August . Roland and | are getting along very well. He is calm and easy to be with. We talked most 
days while | was away. He stays busy with his business, especially while his only employee was away for 
several weeks. She is back now and it is easier for him. He is thinking of giving my friend Lisa some 
hours and training her to help. Might be good for both of them. Saturday nights we usually do not see 
each other because of his weekend schedule. But last week | went out with Liz. She had recently met a 
guy named ED and she and | went to his boat where they introduced me TO Ed’s friend Bill. we Had a 
drink and pizza onboard . These guys each have large, old yachts and live on them. This new fellow was 
widowed a year or so ago and is beginning to go out a bit. The four of us went to the Sandcastle on Lido 
and danced. It was pleasant. | told Ro about how nice it had been at the Sand Castle and so this past 
Friday he and | went there. We met Mary Ann and Pete and later Liz and Ed came also. A good time. 
The male singer was wonderful. Yesterday we went to a restaurant on the river in Palmetto. We had a 
delicious meal followed by a lovely evening at home together watching a movie; Mystic Pizza. 


September 2002 


Ro and | are getting to be known as an item about town. We usually go dancing at the Mug in 
Bradenton on Wednesday nights. | love it. Our dancing gets better and better. Last night Liz & Ed were 


there and brought along that friend, John. They are trying to get him out and meet people but he is a 
stick in the mud. He wouldn’t ask anyone to dance even when Ed told him that these women are all 
single and available. | guess he just wasn’t ready. 


My old flame, Don, will be back from Thailand next week. It will be interesting to see if he bothers to 
get in touch with me at all. Just a thought. 


Kathi is making plans for me and her to go to Sea World soon and Dine with Shamu. fun. 


October 2002 


An interesting evening. Ro’s leg is bothering him and he elected to stay home and rest tonight. Irene 
and | went out for a bite to eat. We went to JB's because they have really good food and | wanted to see 
if the music had gotten any better. Immediately upon sitting down Leo came by. I’m not too thrilled 
with him since Roland told me some of the things he had said and alluded to before Roland and | began 
seeing each other. | was never romantically interested in Leo and never even kissed him. In fact | had 
told him | was just not interested in him in that way. It seems he told Roland we had a full blown affair 
going on! Anyway we talked a bit so he could show the crowd that he knew us, thus assuaging his ego. 

A little later when he came to ask me to dance | said No thanks, I’m not dancing. He said he wouldn’t tell 
Roland and | replied that no one knows what he might tell Roland. He got miffed and left. Thank 
goodness. 


Then another guy came up and asked if I would like to dance. I said sure, but was trying to place him. It’s hard to 
see in these night clubs and I was thinking he reminded me of Liz’s new friend, Ed, but it wasn’t him. We got to the 
dance floor and he said “I understand you have a boyfriend.” I replied that I did and that we liked to dance. Then I 
realized he was the infamous DON! I continued to be real cool like I had known who he was all along and we 
chatted a bit. Our conversation was nondescript, mundane things like the sniper in DC and him going back to 
Thailand. Twice he mentioned how terrific I looked. That was nice. It’s just too bad about him. He could have 
been so great. I didn’t get the chance or take the opportunity to tell him what a shit he was when he was leaving 
Sarasota several months ago. Just as well. It’s not worth it to create enemies. I’m just done. I knew I would run 
into him one of these days and I’m glad that I didn’t recognize him at first. I might have reacted differently. This 
way he knows I’m not interested and will go on to someone else for his romps in the hay. And I will get over it. 


Things have been moving along rather crazily. One nice thing is that | have not heard any more from 
Don. He saw Liz two days after seeing me and said that he guessed | was mad at him but that was all. 
I’m not mad; just done. 


Things are rolling along pleasantly with my new roomers. They are both quiet and busy with their lives. The house is calm and friendly. Ro 
commented the other evening on the nice feeling in the house with these two guys compared to when Coby was here. She brought such 
turmoil with her. It was a good move to let her go. 


Now | have both the bedrooms rented. One is to Michael M, 33, gay, assistant manager at Subway at 
the mall. He is quiet and polite and has been no problem thus far. The other room is let to Alex H, 20, 
straight, employed at Sports Authority, and also no car. His mom and brother help him out. He is very 
quiet also. 


Meanwhile, my apartment dwellers are another sad saga. A week or so ago Long Kim called me from 
jail! He had been accused of battery against his wife, Phong Le. Ultimately charges were dropped as 
there was no battery, and she had run off again, this time to Pennsylvania. She is nuts. It seems she 
was so determined to have a new house that she repeatedly put large checks down on homes they 
could not afford. She had already bought a brand new, 33,000 dollar car and now wants a new house 
instantly. Poor Long Kim. She would listen to people at work and then come home and tell him what 
he needed to do. It was all he could do to keep his sanity. He is glad she is gone and his life can get 
back to normal, although he will probably not be able to stay in the apartment because she wiped him 
out. Heck. 


One day | worked in the yard for several hours. Perfect weather for being outside. | weeded and 
trimmed and Filled four bags full of clippings and have a good size stack of palm fronds to be picked 
up. Yesterday | finished cleaning and painting eight horseshoes and the stakes that make up the game. 
They were all rusty and ugly. Now they are all bright primary colors so that | can see them. | think we 
will enjoy them over the Thanksgiving weekend. Kim and the boys will be here for food, fun and 
games. 


| worked two days laying a new walkway through one of the little gardens. | had removed the stone 
steps that were sinking into the dirt, poured a section of cement, and laid the steps back in place. | 
mixed batches of cement in my wheel barrow but it gave out half way through the project when it 
developed holes. The more | mixed, the bigger they got. | mixed 8 bags that day and 5 more several 
days later with my brand new red wheelbarrow. Now it’s all scratched up already. Today or tomorrow | 
will put the garden back together with new plants and mulch. | still need to set the stakes to the 
horseshoe game into the ground before Thanksgiving. 


Ro and I have been bowling with another couple on a league this season. We took all seven points again last Tuesday. We keep 
moving up in the ranks. We started two weeks late as a team and so we’re six games shorter than everyone else and 


jth 


therefore started right at the bottom. Last Tuesday we were in 11" place and this week will go up more. It’s fun to 


be a winner for a while. He is a good bowler and I do about the same as when I could see better. 


December 2002 


We are closing in on the end of the year. Things have not slowed down even a little; | now have two 
different tenants than just one month ago. Like | said it’s never boring! Last month Michael came here. 
He is a nice guy and all was very comfortable for a few weeks. Then one day my neighbor called to tell 
me that my renter was on a list of sexual offenders published by the Florida Department of Law 
Enforcement. That was not so cool. When he arrived home that same afternoon, | had to tell him to 
look for other lodgings as | could not take the responsibility of having him in the neighborhood. He gave 
no resistance. Simply turned to the telephone and called his mother who had helped him find this place 
just a month ago. 


It will be hard for him to find any place that will feel good or allow him to feel good about it. | spoke 
with his mother a couple weeks after he moved out and she claims he did nothing but they didn’t have 
the money to fight the charges. Now she regrets that she didn’t get a good lawyer as her son will have 
to live with this horrible stigma forever. | felt bad but had no choice. 


, Inthe apartment is a fine strapping fellow named Fred. He is 37, 6foot4, a little overweight, and 
seems like a real nice guy. He is from Atlanta and moved here because his mother lives nearby and 
recently suffered a stroke. He has his own carpet cleaning company. He is very pleasant, and has 
already had his mom here to show her his new digs. He’s like a big teddy bear. Then, after what seems 
like a thousand phone calls and interviews, | decided on a fellow named Ted for the room vacated by 
Michael. This new fellow is 30, soft spoken, gentle, and generally nice. He had recently arrived home at 
his previous address to find everything gone and new people moving into it! His roommate had taken 
his rent money and left. He was quite shocked and is now trying to recoup. He seems genuinely nice and 
| hope I’m done with running ads for a while. 


Kathi came down from Bradenton one day and she and | did lunch and ran around a bit to the malls and 
stuff. She mentioned the greatest gift to get for Roland for Christmas. We went to Burdines and got a 
wonderful massage mat to lie on. It has ten motors in it to massage five different zones of the body and 
heat the lumbar region of the back. He is going to love it! | can’t wait for him to try it. . We had talked 
of not exchanging gifts at all but plan to take a trip to Mexico next month. We have already looked into 
this a little. That’s exciting! 


Oh, here’s a little tidbit | could do without... | received a package 
in the mail this week. The return address was simply Mail Boxes, Etc. | opened 
it to find a beautiful throw with a Christmas motif woven into it. It is really very 
nice and came with an equally nice card. But it was from Hubs! Oh yuck. 


This is that fellow | dated in 1998. We broke up at Christmastime that year, four years ago. He hassled 
me so much that | finally had a policeman talk with him and make him stay off the phone and away from 


my house. | did not put a peace bond out on him but I think he thinks I did. | have not spoken to him in 
all this time but have received many, many cards and things from him. The last was Mothers Day and my 
birthday last summer. And now this. Well, | decided to stick to my original plan of noncommunication. | 
fear that ANY form of acknowledgement will open a floodgate of calls and annoyances that | do not want 
to deal with. Consequently, Kim will receive a beautiful new holiday throw compliments of Hubs! 


Kim’s new house is done. They have been issued a Certificate of Occupancy and are in the throws of 
moving in. They live in Alachua, Florida, about 3 hours north of us. Ro and I went to help with the move 
and to celebrate an early Christmas. Out of the ten year old mobile home and into their new block house 
just across the lawn on their five acre plot. Loyd was at work and Kim was having a Tizzy. She was 
hungry, confused and exhausted. We brought a huge bucket of KFC and tons of mashed potatoes and 
saved the day for the time being. Ro and the boys got on famously. They loved the remote control cars 
we had brought. A big hit. They spent a good bit of these three days together. This was a huge help as | 
spent the time with Kim getting her kitchen and her bedroom in some order so she could begin to relax 
and function a little easier. Ro helped Loyd put up blinds and did several odd jobs and was generally very 
useful. On Monday we all went to the Red Lobster to celebrate Kim’s birthday along with the holiday. Ro 
and | stayed in the brand new guest room that evening and got back home by noon on Christmas day. 


Christmas Day 2002 back in Sarasota. 


Along with a honey baked ham, some scalloped potatoes , asparagus, and green bean casserole, We had 
a good supper. Irene came over a little later and we exchanged gifts. Roland’s massage pad was the 
biggest hit. 


Sunday December 29, 2002. Christmas is over and all is packed away. | used only my tiny tree again 
with precious little decorating, but it was enough. Roland and | are fine and enjoyed everything just as 
it happened. New Year’s Eve was quiet. We used our certificate to the Red Lobster and had dinner in 
the peaceful bar area. We got home just as the rain was starting and it was a terrific thunderstorm that 
night. We were cozy and comfortable watching an old movie followed by Dick Clarke’s Rockin New Year. 
The local firecrackers got lost in the thunder at midnight. 


Tomorrow will be 2003! See you then. 


2003 January 


Laura and Curt seem to have had nice times with their respective friends over the holiday. | wonder if 
Curt gave Haley a ring. 


We have finalized our Mexico trip plans. We leave from Tampa on Friday, Feb. 7 at 5 pm. We’ll have 
our own cabin in a large Ferry boat to Mexico. The trip is a day and a half. Food and entertainment 
included with the cabin. We’ll have a week in Merida and then ferry back, arriving on the 18". Twelve 
days in all. Getting excited now and our weather is so cold that this trip is even more desirable. Tonight 
it will be below freezing. 


We have one new tenant to add to the roster. Erick (Rick) has a room vacated by Alex who went to stay 
with his brother. Rick installs carpet and puts in some long hours daily. He seems very quiet. Not much 
to report on that front. Ted is quiet and polite, working out well. He is currently working at the Ritz as a 
valet. 


My three guys get along nicely, the house is calm and friendly. Fred and Ted spend some time together 
exercising and working out at the gym. Rick seems nice and keeps to himself pretty much. | know he 
used to have a problem with booze and says he hasn’t had a drink since 1986. He used to do lighting for 
acid rock bands so |’m sure he has had a rough time in his day. Liz and Ed are on again off again still. 


My bowling has changed for the better since | changed my delivery. Cindy and Ron, Our bowling partners 
have gone out dancing with Ro and l a couple times lately. The mug closed down so no more 
Wednesdays with Omni, however, Friday and Saturday nights have become very popular at Ballentine’s 
where Omni now plays. The past two weeks were standing room only! | love it like that. 


| talked with Nan yesterday. She and Bob are so busy with their volunteering schedule at Hillsborough 
River that | don’t think | will get to see them before they move on in March to a Georgia Park. 


Curtiss called me the other evening from his office. He was working alone and had put in a music CD 
that reminded him of some time he spent here getting his head together. He called to thank me for 
being there during that time. It had been a rough period for him and we had sorted out a lot of stuff and 
he handled things and then was able to move on. Then he did move on to New York and the rest is 
history. It was a sweet phone call. I’m happy for him. He and Haley seem to be getting along well. 


We spoke with a woman who had lived for ten years in Merida, the city where Ro & | are going to stay in 
Mexico. She gave us many hints and pointers and we are all excited to make our arrangements. We will 
probably go around the third of February since January already has several appointments lined up. Half 
the fun is the planning and anticipation. 


February. 2003 


Well, our Mexican connection was wonderful. A great success. the weather was perfect, we got along 
well and everything. 


The lower depths of the ferry boat was loaded with tons of cargo, vehicles and huge trucks full of 
merchandise. The ride was nice. | didn’t quite know what to expect but was pleasantly surprised. We 
were able to upgrade our bunk accommodations to a larger cabin and it was totally comfortable. It was 
pretty much like a mini cruise, not Quite as luxurious but fine. The boat rocked a bit and sleeping was 
like being in a cradle. In Merida we quickly set out to investigate everything and found a wonderful 
market and festival in the main square the day we arrived. Sunday is a big day in Mexico with live shows 
and dancing all day while a huge arts & crafts bazaar is going on. This was about six blocks from our 
hotel. Nearly every day we walked to that area and then on to find new café’s, or stores or whatever. 
We both got hit with Montezuma’s revenge. We lay around watching subtitled B movies one whole day 
with periotic breaks to go down to the restaurant in the hotel for soup and back up to the room to sleep 
some more. The next day we were fine again. 


We did two days of tours to the Maya ruins and pyramids and such. It is totally fascinating that these 
structures were built thousands of years ago and still stand there. Some, especially the planetarium, 
look so modern! And no one knows what really happened to these people. It certainlyis A 
puzzlement. We had such a great time on this vacation. We are both so easy and compliant that we just 
glide along. He was good at watching out for me as we walked everywhere, especially climbing those 
pyramids and anything that was dangerous and could be harmful to me. We exhausted ourselves most 
days. One afternoon while on a city tour bus, Ro noticed a neat little cantina just one block from our 
hotel. So after the tour we stopped by for a nice cool one. It has swinging, louvered doors like a saloon. 
It looked like a saloon inside, but then we were shown to a pretty patio out back. This area was 
surrounded with high white walls covered in pretty vines and colorful flowers. Spanish music played and 
a few folks were dancing. We sat at a white plastic table and ordered drinks. someone brought us five 
little plates of goodies to nibble on. Soon Roland was chatting in Spanish and hand jiving with everyone. 
One guy came over and spoke quietly to Roland for a moment and Roland looked at me and said that 
this guy would like to dance with me. Before you knew it we were all dancing. They were so friendly and 
a lot of it is Roland’s ability to talk with them in Spanish and his own friendly personality. Everybody 
loves him. When he and | got up to dance together the first time, the whole room erupted in applause! 
It was fun. The next evening we went back with another couple we’d met at our hotel. It was just as 
fun as the previous evening. Too bad this was our last day in Merida. 


On our return trip we again upgraded and this time got a really lovely cabin. Queen size bed, two 
portholes, fridge, and the bathroom had a full tub! Everyone was so jealous! And it was only 50 bucks 
to upgrade! | don’t get it, but am not complaining. 


We’ve been home a week now and back to the routine of barely seeing each other. I’m antsy and ready 
for something new again. 


Things here at the house are fine. Fred and Ted get along great. They even work together occasionally 
doing carpets. Then they meet babes and go out with them. It’s like having a couple teenagers in the 
house. They are fun. Paddy is fine and likes his guys. 


Liz has been on, off, and back on again with Ed. Last night they went to the new Beach Club where Omni 
now plays on Mondays. | called Lisa and we also went to the club. | love the Beach Club. However, we 
didn’t get to dance at all. Everyone was in pairs. Not a singles night. It felt good, though, to be out and 
about like that. | guess that’s why I’m questioning everything today. 


| see Joe every now and then. He’s such a nice guy. It’s nice to talk with him. Sometimes we do coffee 
and breakfast on Sundays. He is 10 years older than me but very sexy. We used to date but, again, were 
not in love, so we let go. Now we see each other with this understanding that we are good friends and 
are seeing other people. It’s just nice and comforting to know him. 


March 2003 


We, the U.S., along with several other countries, are busy rescuing Iraq from their horrible leader, 
Saddam Hussein. The battle goes on. It doesn’t seem like too much of a battle since we have the 
superior arms. The main goal is to get rid of Saddam and his sons and allow the country to establish a 
government with some diplomacy. Theirs has been a dictatorship for so long, | wonder if they can live 
any other way. 


On the home front, things are much calmer. Roland and | are plugging along. The last two weekends | 

spent Saturday night at his place and while he went to market in the mornings, | worked in his yard. It 
was a mess. | had already spent many days cleaning my own yard of oak leaves and took out the dead 
hedge beneath the oak tree. Both our yards look much better for the efforts. However, now | have to 

recuperate. Doc Schwimmer says to quit for a while. I’m not arguing. 


Liz is off again with Ed. This may be the finale. She and | finally made it to the Beach Boppers dance on 
Thursday night. We each had a good time dancing with lots of new people. We had been missing that; 
dancing with different guys. | didn’t meet anyone that interested me but it was, nevertheless, a good 
release. Friday evening Roland an I went to Ballentine’s and had dinner and danced. It was nice. He was 
not so gawd awful tired as he usually is and we really had an enjoyable evening. Even had a little roll in 
the hay! Whoa! 


Suddenly after five months, his worker mysteriously reappeared and things will be easier for him. he’s 
elated. 


April . 2003 


Liz. Same old story. Every few days she stops seeing him (you know who) and then goes out with him 
again. Now, | think, she is getting into a real kettle of fish. She has agreed to go on a 16 day cruise with 
him! This is someone she can’t endure for more than three days! AND he snores! Where will she send 
him when he starts that aboard aship?? ! They leave on the 23rd. Hope they survive. 


Speaking of surviving... again I’m not so happy with the Roland situation. We, as a ‘we’, may not survive 
much longer either. | know There’s not much out there, but | hate sitting here night after night, week 
after week, by myself. We have no real time together. Just short pick me up, drop me off dates. Joe 
and | have started seeing each other again. He reminds me of what | am missing. He kisses me with 
pleasure, is eager to see me and eager to please. when we get alone his attention is undividedly mine. 
Consequently, | am happy to make him happy also, and we have a nice time. With Roland the TV gets 
turned on. period. 


| told Ted, who valets at the Ritz, to find me a new boyfriend. He said O K. So we'll see. 


We had a very nice house warming party at Kim’s new house in Alachua. A nice turnout. The boys 
were excited and made us each a badge to wear designating our duties. Host, Hostess Co-Hostess etc. 
They were sweet. They are getting to be nice young gentlemen. This month they turned 8 and 10. 


May 2003 


Spring has sprung! The weather has been terrific. Yesterday | planted over 40 plants in the yard 
sprucing up Rogers’ Garden with geraniums, heather in the pond garden, and feathery wormwood out 
front. It’s all looking so pretty. Giving credit where it is due; Ro helped me get these plants home the 
other day. 


When we attended the bowling banquet We each received 157 bucks for second place in the league. Hey, that’s 
pretty good after starting two weeks later than the other teams! Ro also received a plaque for a high game. After the 
awards and a delicious meal we bowled a type of game called no tap. If you got nine pins it was considered a strike 
which greatly enhanced our scores. It was done in semidarkness with music and dance hall lights. I was surprised 
to fine that I could do as well under these conditions as normal. 125 ,143, and 158! A fun evening. Then I was 
again surprised to find that Roland could spend the night with me. Next day we went shopping and got a bunch 
more stuff I needed for the yard. That is something to be excited about because he actually took a whole day off 
and spent it with me! Well, of course the circumstances were contributory; his car broke down earlier and he had to 
rent one for a few days. We had a lovely day together. I kept thinking he would soon say that he had to leave. 
Finally in the afternoon I realized that he was around for the day! How unusual. We actually had a couple days 
together. It was great. 


both my girls are in miserable situations. Kim still dealing with the Loyd Factor and Laura alone again 
and broke. Boy, that sums it up and I don’t even want to go further into either of them right now. 


By the way, if anyone reading this cares... | realize Lloyd is usually spelled with two Ls, but in this family it 
has been handed down as Loyd. | don’t know why. 


Curt seems pretty happy with Haley and his life. Thank goodness! 


My email messages to Dave in Ohio are being bounced back these days. Again, don’t know why. 
Maybe he has computer trouble or a new address. Maybe something has happened to him. Maybe he 
is just done with me. 


Dave, | am so sorry | screwed things up for us all our lives. 


Who knows how we might have been together? 


Something happened the other day that | want to put into words. | have been messing around with sore 
shoulders for months now. Doc Schwimmer makes adjustments on me and in a few days they ache 
again. The other day my right arm felt like | had a pinched nerve. He looked at me and said; Gail, Fifty 
percent of this | can fix , the other is emotional. What are you carrying on your shoulders? | had to 
laugh because | knew exactly what he was talking about. That evening | spoke with Roland about the 
fact that | am not in love with him and had been worried that he was under the impression we had a 
true love thing going. He laughed and said he knew that and didn’t believe he was either. We just both 
enjoy what we do together, bowling, trips, dinners and dancing. But we both like our own free time. We 
decided it was fine to go out alone and dance with others and if we meet someone serious, so be it! 
Meanwhile we can continue to be friends. The next day my shoulders were about 95% better. Amazing, 
isn’t it? How our bodies react to our emotions. 


June 2003 


Lets see, what else has been happening? Fun stuff. The first of the month Curtiss and Haley came down from New 
York to visit. They picked me up one day and we went to Tampa to have lunch with her mom. Haley wanted us to 
meet each other; what do you suppose that means? It was a quick visit but nice. Her Mom seemed very quiet. 
Then they left to go visit Kim up in Alachua. 


At about the same time my friends Donna and Dave came into town for a few days. It was so good to see my old 
skating partner again. On their way to the Tampa airport they drove me to the DQ that is half way up to Kim’s 
house. She and the boys met us and everyone had dessert and visited a bit. Then they headed back to Tampa and 
their flight out and I went on with Kim for a few days at their new house. My grandsons are growing up so fast. 
They are nice guys and the visit was really pleasant. One day while Alex was bowling with the summer rec group, 
he gota double. Two strikes ina row! He was thrilled. Young Sam is deep into his karate studies, doing an 
excellent job. Kim and I painted a couple walls and continued with the ’moving in’ process. . then a few days later 
she drove me half way home to the Cracker Barrel where We met Ro and he brought me home to Sarasota. He was 
exhausted, though, dropped me off and went home. But I did appreciate that he had picked me up that day. 


July 2003 


Saturday night and here | sit again! This has got to stop! I am bored! Not only that but it seems to 
have been raining for weeks now. That just intensifies everything. Last week | had a new roof put on 
the back half of the house. Not a very fun way to spend 2100 dollars! The ceiling in my bedroom is 
blackish and damaged from the last few leaks so that will cost several hundred more to repair. No 
wonder | feel yukky. 


Let’s see. What happy things have happened??? Yesterday Roland came over at noon. . It was the 4% 
of July and we went downtown to check out the festivities. We took in a movie; Legally Blond Il. Then 
walked to lower Main and got a pizza and beer at Mattison’s. It was nice. Rain came and went. Then as 
we walked back up Main we saw some of the boat parade. As we got to the car the rain really came 
down insheets. We picked up another movie at the video store; Gangs of New York. It rained all 
evening and we watched the movie. He left around 10 as he works in the morning. It actually was a 
pretty nice day. 


Monday evening | went out to the Beach Club with Liz. We got a nice table for two and then Joe came 
in and stood right next to me the whole time. He doesn’t fast dance so | never got to dance with anyone 
else. Dang. Liz danced with a couple new guys and had a good time. Need | point out that she and Ed 
were off again? So she and | decided that on Thursday we would go to the Beach Boppers Club in 
Bradenton because some of these guys go there. By Wednesday she was back with Ed. | was really 
disappointed. By Thursday night she was ‘off’ again but it was too late to go. I’ve been sitting home too 
much. Hate it. This is a pretty crabby note and maybe | should just wait a few days and try again. 


Later... 


Its later... 


Saturday, July 19. I’m back. Feeling a little better. Liz and | went to the Farmer’s Market this morning. 
It was hot out and it was nice to see so many people enjoying the morning downtown. They had nice 
prices on plants. Everything else was pretty expensive. Last night she and | were at Kirby’s and danced 
alittle. Nothing exciting. It was ok. Roland and | are friends still but we see little of each other. 1 
seem to have adopted a new, comfortable attitude recently. | see Roland and | see Joe and yet | feel 
sure there is someone else out there to be met. | have lost that urgency to be out. Lately | feel content 
to stay home more, reading and such. | feel my time will come. 


August 2003 A Bull in a China Shop 


Time’s flying and things are shaping up. This past week or so | did get the ceiling repaired in my 
bedroom by Joe’s good friend, Jack. He did some painting there and in my TV room so now both rooms 
are fresh and clean. | am so glad to be rid of the pinkish orchid odyssey that I had in there. It looks 
terrific now. Then one day while | was at dinner, Fred cleaned that TV room carpet. So | shined each 
piece of furniture and the lamps and put everything back in place. Even the window blinds and the 
windows are all fresh and sparkly now. It feels wonderful. 


BUT, speaking of Fred in the apartment: My very worst experience in renting. This was such a nice 
fellow with his own carpet cleaning business. He got along well with the house tenants, and that was 
great But | didn’t realize that he had a problem with diet control. He began taking some pills to curb his 
hunger and was soon swinging from the chandeliers; almost literally! Being either too high or deep in 
depression. His work went down the tubes and he fell behind in the rent. | carried him along with 
partial payments for several months and then had to have him find other arrangements. This has been 
putting me in a bind as well and I am not a happy camper. Fred is well over 6 feet tall and is like a bull in 
a China shop. It turns out he has broken several pull string lights and mini blinds. The nice ceiling fan 
with the light is completely off the ceiling now. No light in the closet, The kitchen blinds don’t work, the 
screen door is loose, and so on. He is a nice guy, but | can’t afford him! 


My problem is that if | tell him to move out | will never get the back rent. But how long should | wait? 


??? 


Liz and Ed have been on for two weeks now. As per the last time they survived a week together, they 
are planning a trip. Tomorrow they go to Las Vegas for five days. I’m sure they'll have a good time. 
However, | bet they break up again within two days of returning! We shall see. 


My life is pretty quiet. | see Roland once or twice a week. We eat and go to the clubs where we go our 
separate ways and he drops me off back home afterword. Yet he calls nearly every day and we chat. 
Joe and | get together now and then for dinner and then make an evening of it. Both these guys are busy 
with their work and don’t really take any time out other than to eat! Is there anyone out there who 
would like a playmate? Someone with a little spare time to enjoy different things with me? 


September 2003 
6 years since Dad and Buddy (and Princess Di) Passed 


A beautiful sunny Sunday afternoon. What a relief from all the rain we’ve been having. | should be 
outside puttering in the yard with the 25 bags of mulch beckoning to me. However, it is too hot out. 
Maybe around 5 o’clock it will be cool enough. 


Well, let’s see now. | guess I loose my bet regarding Liz & Ed. They got back from Vegas last Saturday 
and are still together at her house! | have talked with her twice only and not for very long but she seems 
ok with the arrangement. | am still holding my breath. This has happened so many times that | fear 
she may not let me know how she really is doing. 


Fred is trying to catch up. | made him fix several things in the apartment. Even the A/C in there quit but 
that probably is not his fault. However, The kitchen lamp over the table is down and put away, most of 
the vertical blinds are on the floor in the living room, two lamps in the living room don’t work most of 
the time, no bulb in the ceiling fan in that room, etc., etc. | wonder how the stove, fridge, sink, and 
cabinets are faring. He’s a nice guy and all but can I survive his residency? 


Joe has helped me bring mulch home a couple of times. 


Ro and | are getting more and more distant. We have a new arrangement: several times now I’ve gone 
with him to a club and he brought me home but we are free to do our own thing while out. It was fun 
but | haven’t met anyone else that interests me. Last Friday we went to Marina Jack’s where we found a 
whole new crowd. Ro and I each danced with everyone and it was really fun. Still a nice guy. 


I went to two movies with Liz recently. It seems Ed is still at her house because his boat, on which he 
lives, is in dry dock being repaired! This was to take three weeks during which they went to Vegas for 
one week, but now we are at about five or six weeks. She said she is just not cut out to live with anyone 
full time. It’s driving her batty. 


Kim is getting more adamant about the misery her husband causes her. She seems closer than ever to 
making a move. She would like him to go live with his mom in her new mobile home across the lawn 
from them. Wonder where this is heading. 


One day Fred suddenly got the urge to do something good. He began sanding the iron porch furniture 
out back in prep for painting them. By the end of the day we had scrubbed and painted everything out 
there. Today it looks wonderful. 


Think l'Il wrap this up and go grab a nap and listen to my book. 


October 2003 


As the new month rolled in, Fred was on my mind a lot. He was still well over one thousand dollars in 
arears and paying in dribbles and drabs. | hate telling someone they have to leave but could not carry 
him any longer. As it turns out | let him go none too soon. He left quietly for his mom’s on October 15. | 


started vacuuming and cleaning the apartment in preparation for running an ad. It was in deplorable 
condition. | was very lucky that he had not burned the whole house down. It seemed that he had spent 
many a night sitting in the recliner smoking. There were cigarette butts absolutely everywhere. Not just 
hidden in the shaggy carpet, but up on top of the china cabinet and behind the floor model television, 
and the refrigerator! In the bedroom there were burn marks on one nightstand and more butts 
throughout that carpet as well. 


My guardian angels were surely on duty while he was around! . Everything felt dirty and grimy so | 
began scrubbing the wood with Murphy’s Soap. After four hours | began to feel tired and nauseated. By 
evening | felt like the flu and the next day had a terrible case of diarrhea. | was very, very sick and in pain 
for over a week. | lay on the sofa day after day with frequent trips to the bathroom and constant sipping 
on Gatorade. | visited the Doctor and did blood work but to no avail. It was a virus and nothing could be 
done but to wait it out. Kim and | had made plans to go to Helen, Georgia during Octoberfest but the day 
before | was to travel to Kim’s house, | had to tell her | could not possibly leave home. | usually ride the 
Trailways Buss up to Gainesville and it takes several hours to get there. She was terribly disappointed but 
she and the boys decided to go ahead with the plan. 


Finally | spoke with Dr. Schwimmer. He told me to drink warm water with carob stirred into it. In afew 
hours the pain and soreness went away but | still had the runs for a few days longer. 


About this time Joe and his friend, Jack, began working in that apartment. They were just going to put 
a fresh coat of paint on everything and make it all nice. Well they worked for three solid weeks scraping, 
sanding, spackling, painting, and repairing every single thing. They were appalled. Everywhere we 
looked were cig butts; behind the fridge, under the bed, on top of the china cabinet and the kitchen 
cabinets! Hundreds of them. We pulled up the carpet and had new tile flooring installed. Jack added 
some color to the walls and Joe found some lovely artwork. New updated doorknobs added to the 
finery. In the end the place looked like a million bucks. These guys worked there arses off. They had 
also called in a third fellow, Jason, who did most of the mechanical repair work. He is also a whiz on the 
computer and thanks to him I can catch up on this journal. | owe these guys a lot. Ultimately, with the 
new tile floor, the new A/C, and these wonderful workers, The apartment has given me a great write off 
on my taxes for this year ! ! 


November & December 2003 Holidays and...finally, Sam! 


November was almost entirely consumed with that apartment. The new tile floor is so pretty. Sandy 
tan with a little swirl of white through it, with darker grout. The kitchen walls are deep green and Joe 
cut a carpet of deep green for under the chairs in the living room. Really sharp. The bedroom is now 
sky blue and my queen size bedspread and curtain set are fabulous in there. There are all new gold 


door handles, all the lights and lamps work, there is wonderful artwork throughout. It’s so nice. Wish | 
could put pictures in here. 


All through fall Liz and Ed had continue to be on and off again. In fact, after one particularly long siege 
they broke up and Liz suggested that she and I go on that singles cruise that had been considered for a 
week in November. Well, | had missed one trip already this fall so | said yes, let’s sign up. | always 
thought a singles cruise sounded like fun and! wanted to do it. So we signed up. Liz & Ed were 
separated again and he had started seeing some other gal. Liz was anxious to get away. Well, by the 
time we actually left in mid November, she was back with him. Now she was totally IN LOVE with him 
and that was going to be FOREVER! Oh Good Grief. Now she didn’t want to be on this cruise at all, just 
wanted to be back with Ed. The entire time we were away she worried about him seeing the other girl. 
Did she push him too far by breaking up every other week? Will he wait for her to get back? Like a 
dumb teenager. So, for many reasons the cruise was a bust. The supposed singles were a few old men, 
and unfriendly women who didn’t want anyone messing with their guys. A total waste of time and big 
money. 


We got back from that fiasco a few days before Thanksgiving. | was supposed to go to Kim’s but, again, | 
couldn’t face the bus ride so begged off. She was disappointed but she does have her family with her. 


Anyway, | called a few friends and ended up with six of us who would have had hot dogs for dinner that 
day. It was a nice gathering and as we were all sitting around afterward bemoaning about our stuffed 
bellies and sipping on iced tea, the phone rang. Assuming it was one of my kids wishing me a happy 
holiday, | answered it with my normal Gobble gobble gobble greeting for Thanksgiving Day! My 
childhood friend Nancy, the one who now lives in a motor home and travels the country with her 
husband, laughed and answered with her own Gobbles. We exchanged small talk a bit and then she 
handed the phone to someone else. | figured | was to talk toa mutual friend visiting her, But an 
unfamiliar, deep resonant voice said 


“Hello, this is Sam...” 


And just like that, my LIFE was CHANGED FOREVER! 


After some speedy cranial maneuvering | remembered Nancy telling me about a couple different fellows 
who traveled alone, volunteering all over the country, and how nice they were, and how they were each 
looking for someone equally nice who was available to travel long term. 


This guy was very friendly and chattered away while | excused myself from the table and made my way 
out to the patio. He was really fun and easy to talk with. We carried on a lively conversation for quite 


some time and ended up arranging to meet the following Monday at my house. | must have been really 
enthralled with him because | never knew what happened to my friends or the dinner clean up or 
anything. Geez. 


| had learned from our phone conversation that this Sam guy had a nice motor home and a Harley 
Heritage motor cycle. So the following Monday | was watching and listening for the bike. He was a 
volunteer at Hillsborough River State Park near Tampa for the winter. He came to this park, about 60 
miles north of Sarasota, each year because his elderly mother lived nearby. During the rest of the year 
he liked to volunteer at parks all over the country, sightseeing and taking his time as he traveled from 
one assignment to another. Nice work if you can get it, | thought, but | have too many responsibilities 
right here to even think about doing such a thing. 


Right on time | heard a Motorcycle come down my street. But then it went on by my house, turned 
around and went all the way to the other end again. Then it came back and pulled into my driveway. 


By this time | felt all my neighbors were probably looking out their windows. When he finally pulled in | 
was standing outside at the garage door. He jumped off the bike, removed his helmet and came right up 
to me and gave me a big hug. It was the strangest thing but | hugged him right back. Both of us smiling 
as big as we possibly could. We came into the house and | gave him a quick tour and introduced him to 
Paddington. Then we decided to go to lunch. He fitted a second helmet on me. Does he always carry a 
spare for girlfriends, | wondered. Then he showed me how to get on the motorcycle without knocking it 
over. Since my last experience at this forty something years ago, | had forgotten everything | knew about 
it. We took off down my street. He didn’t go fast but it was totally exhilarating. | directed him out to 
Siesta Key. Up over the big bridge we went and down again. Over the little hump of a bridge and then 
with a sharp left we headed south down the length of the key. The sun was shining so brightly on us 
and the beach road never looked so pretty. All curvy and winding with tall greenery lining both sides of 
it. 


Soon we were in the little village of Siesta Key. Continuing south along the coast we passed the 
magnificent beach with its huge expanse of sugar white sand. We could stop here later and | would show 
Sam what a REAL beach looked like, | thought to myself. 


At the south tip of the key was Turtle Beach and across the road from it was The Pub. This is an adorable 
little restaurant with outside seating on a deck and umbrellas over each table. They claim to have the 
coldest beer around and they do have the best burgers. So we settled ourselves outside and began 
exchanging life stories as people do on first dates. We laughed and talked about everything we could 
think of. It was very sunny, hot and breezy, colorful, and just very happy out there. We ordered our food 
and to my surprise | ordered a beer for myself. That beer definitely was freezing cold and | enjoyed it to 
the last drop. Let me say, this was unusual. | never cared for beer and had never finished a whole beer 
by myself. Well we laughed and talked for quite a while and | even had a second one! He is very sweet, 
considerate, funny, energetic, enthusiastic, happy, smart, talks with a twang, and totally enjoys life. 
Eventually it was time to move on and we stepped inside the building. | went to the ladies facilities while 


Sam took care of the check. When | came out he was standing at the very end of the bar waiting for his 
check to be rung up. | stood at his side at the edge of the bar, right where the waitress passes through to 
get behind it. | was sort of in the way so | scooted around the edge a bit. However, my feet did not 
move with the rest of me. | went down flat behind that bar! Unknown to me, there was a little step up 
to get there. | couldn’t believe it; our first date and | fall down behind a bar. How embarrassing. | got up 
laughing, Sam was laughing and soon everyone was laughing. On the way out to the bike | remember 
wondering out loud if there were any seat belts on that thing. 


We rode all around the key and back to the mainland and out across Ringling Causeway to Lido Key. It 
was glorious. We had the most wonderful time together. Later we watched the news and Sam got on 
the floor playing with Paddington. This was the first time | ever heard Paddy speak. He was flat on his 
back and Sam was playfully rolling him around with his head practically buried in his tummy. Paddy was 
looking up at me on the couch when | heard a low, soft, plaintiff little voice saying very slowly, “Mama, 
he’s messin with me. | don’t like it.” It was so darned cute and a perfect voice for such a bewildered 
puppy. From then on Paddy talked quite a bit to us. 


The day had flown by and soon it would be getting dark. | offered Sam a plate of lasagna before he had 
to head home. He scoffed it up hungrily and then dressed for his ride back to Tampa. We had been 
riding in short sleeves all afternoon but he assured me that by the time he got to Tampa it would be 
freezing on the bike. He donned his leather chaps, coat and helmet and was off. It had been a totally 
wonderful day for me and | hoped he could excuse the ‘falling behind the bar trick’ and want to see me 
again. Well, we'll see. 


| need not have worried. Sam was evidently as smitten with me as | was with him. Whenever we got 
together during the next weeks was a time of chatter and laughter. 


December found me putting finishing touches in the apartment. | ran an ad in the paper for a vacation 
rental. Joe and | were cutting the carpet on Monday, the 8" of December, when a girl came by and 
rented it for her British boyfriend. That was too easy! He will be here from Jan Thru March @$1400 per 
month! Terrific. The place is adorable. 


On the 10°" Sam came down in his little car, picked me up and we went up to see Nancy & Bob where 
they were camping near Tampa. Another couple came over and we had a fun time cooking out and 
drinking wine. It was a lovely evening out under the stars with a comforting campfire ablaze in the 
center of our circle of friends. The food had been great and Nancy had made a large bowl of 
exceptionally good baked beans. Uh oh... baked beans? 


ultimately, the evening was pretty funny. It had been alluded to that | could either stay at Nan’s rig or 
go to Sam’s, which ever | felt comfortable doing. So, later on, in the privacy of his rig, we wondered if 
there had been a method to her madness. Neither of us could make a move without tooting! Our first 
serious night together and all we could do was laugh at each other. However, as our relationship 
continued and grew deeper and deeper, we began to think of Nan as our own personal Cupid. If not for 
her we never would have met. Thank you, thank you Nancy We are forever grateful. 


The next evening we all went to the Moose Hall for spaghetti and dancing. Again, everyone had a good 
time. This was the first dancing Sam and | did together. He is very enthusiastic! He also has good 
rhythm and caught on to the rock step quite easily. | think we are nearly the same height and fit 
together perfectly on the dance floor. We went to our first movie together at University Mall in Tampa. 
Lousy movie; Bad Santa Claus. But nothing is bad with Sam. It’s always a fun time. 


Days later he was back in Tampa attending to his duties while Paddington and | rode with Lisa to Kim’s 
house up near Gainesville. Lisa was going to Jacksonville for the holidays and this was a perfect hitch. 
Kim was off quite a few days during the next ten, so we had some nice times over the holiday. She also 
turned 40 while | was visiting. She and | and her friend, Eva, went to see the play, A Christmas Carol. A 
girls night out. | went with her one day to shop for a new car. We found a green minivan that she loved 
and after a bit of haggling, she took possession of it. | spent some quality time with the boys, especially 
Alex. He and I did an aerobics work out several mornings, and played Who Wants to be a Millionaire 
quite a bit. | did loads of laundry, cooked up a minor storm, and baby sat. Totally endearing myself to 
my grandsons parents. They'll miss me! 


During this time Sam was in Mississippi visiting his own daughter and family for the holidays. We were 
in touch daily. So, as he drove south on 175, he swung by Kim’s house in Alachua and picked me up to 
head to Sarasota. It all worked out beautifully as | could not take a bus with Paddington and it would 
have been hard for Kim to get me home in the near future. But it seemed that both Sam and | had the 
beginning of colds. We stopped in Tampa and stayed one evening at his rig at the State Park and then 
drove home the next day. With head colds and fever, neither one of us felt good. We got to my house 
and he slept a couple hours. We spent a quiet evening and then he drove back to Tampa early the next 
morning as he had to work Those next few days. His current volunteer job is as a guide at the cigar 
museum at Ybor City which is part of the Parks Department of Florida. He also does interpretive and 
maintenance jobs as a campground volunteer. He is required to work just 20 hours per week in lieu of 
his campground hookups. 


We hadn’t made any plans for the New Year’s Eve holiday since we both felt under the weather and 
needed to rest. My tenant, Jose, made a batch of Pina Colada and | was asleep with sugarplums dancing 
in my head by 9pm 


So, Reader, Happy Dreams and Happy New Year. Can’t wait for 2004! 


Don’t miss Book 2: 


A whole new life with Gail and Sam including nearly 20 years of amazing Travels as they “do” 
America several times in an RV. Enjoy! 


